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STORY OF THE PLAY 



The complete text as acted with great success at the 
Ethel Barrymore Theater, New York. This striking 
drama has established itself among the important plays 
of our time. It is based on the poetic conception of 
death suspending all activities for three days during 
which period he falls in love with a beautiful girl, and 
through her realizes why mortals fear him. The mood 
of this play is established with remarkable skill and 
while it is charged with exciting moments, it is a perfect 
background for a love-story that is as simple as it is 
appealing. The character who symbolizes Death is for 
the most part a very human sort of person, with none 
of the conventional claptrap that might easily have 
been dragged in for mere effect. A play that arouses 
thought, stimulates discussion, and presents a novel 
and optimistic philosophy on the problems of love and 
death. Death Takes a Holiday^ in spite of the early 
restrictions that prevented widespread production at 
first, has established itself as one of the most popular 
and successful plays for amateurs. It is one of those 
rare combinations that appeals to schools, colleges, 
churches, Little and Community Theaters. 



‘‘Death Takes a Holiday” was first produced by Lee Shubert, 
on December 26, 1929, at the Ethel Barrymore Theatre in New 
York City. The play was directed by Lawrence Marston, the set- 
tings were designed by Rolio Wayne, and the cast was as follows: 


COEA . . . . 

Fedele 

Duke Lambert. 

Alda 

Duchess Stephakie 

Peihcess of Sak Luca 

B AEOH CeSAEEA 

Rhoda Fektok 

Eeic Fehtok 

COEBADO 

Graeia 

His Serene Highness, Prince Sirki, op 

VlTALBA AlEXANDRI 

Major W hitread 


. ^Florence Goldeti 

Thomas Bate 

James Dale 

,Ann Orr 

. . . . Olga Birkbeck 

Viva Birhett 

Wallace Erskine 

Lenore Sorsby 

Boland BottomUy 
.Martin Burton 
Bose Hobart 

. , .Philip Merivale 
.....Frank Greene 


act I 

The Great Hall in the Castle of Duke Lambert. 
Late evening in October. 

ACT II 

The same. Three nights later, 

ACT HI 

The same. Eleven-thirty, the same night. 
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DESCRIPTION OF CHARACTERS 

AiiBA is a woman of twenty-eight, slender, beautiful, 
whose manner suggests’ a restrained restlessness 
and hunger. It is blase, with unsatisfied emotion 
playing beneath iti 

DUKE is a fair man of forty-five, with an air of good 
health and good breeding. 

STEPHANIE is a dark, rather mysterious looking woman 
of forty, with a rich husky voice. 

PEINCESS is a fair, sweet woman, maternal and solicit- 
ous. 

BAEON CESAEEA is bluff and red-cheeked, at seventy-five, 
with a merry eye. 

BHODA is a handsome, straightforward English girl of 
twenty-four. 

COBBADO is a dark, beautifully mannered man of twenty- 
two, with a lightly dissipated face. 

EEic is a tall, intelligent-looking Englishman. 

GEAZiA is a lovely girl of eighteen, charming and gentle, 
but oddly remote. 

PEiNCE siBKi (shadow) a man of distinguished appear- 
ance with the pleasantly modulated voice of a man 
of the world. Slight accent. 

MAJOB wHiTBEAD is a lean, tanned, distinguished sol- 
dier, about forty. 


ACT ONE 


Scene: Great Hall in duke dambebt’s Castle in Italy. 
The ceiling is high and the stage is so arranged that it 
gives the impression of a large room. At the rear are 
three French windows openmg on to a garden in which 
are cypress trees, rose hushes and other luxuriant fo- 
liage, To the left of the French windows is a stand on 
which there is a bowl of roses. There are three steps lead- 
ing from the Great Hall to the garden. At the top of 
these, at the left, is a small marble bench. On the stage 
at the right is a large fireplace. Just in front of this a 
table and two chairs. To the rear of the fireplace, a 
door. At the left a divan without a bade. Left rear a buf-- 
fet on which are decanters and glasses. The door left, 
wide and arched, leads to the reception rooms. Left, 
rear, a stairway. 

Time: Eleven thirty at night, late October, 

At Rise: The stage is empty and dimly lighted. A darh 
shadow crosses the garden which is flooded with moon- 
light, The passing of the shadow is repeated two or 
three times. Enter coea, a maid. 

CORA 

Fedele, Fedele. (fedede enters from right.) They’re 
here. 
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FEDELE 

Yes I know. The Duke^s had an accident. 

CORA 

A bad one? 

FEDEEE 

It couldn’t be. His car’s still running. The lodge 
keeper telephoned. 

CORA 

Racing with his son, I suppose. I’m always afraid 
Corrado will have one, driving like that. 

EEDELE 

It isn’t like the Duke. He takes care of himself. 

CORA {loohing out into the garden) 

It’s a queer night. Are those shadows or clouds driv- 
ing across the moon? 

FEDELE 

Clouds, of course. 

IVoices are heard off- switches on the lights 

and he and CORA stand on either side of the French 
mndows. Enter AiJOA and tlie 

[aeda is a woman of twenty-eight, slender, heautiful, 
whose manner suggests a restrained restlessness and 
hunger. It is blase, with unsatisfied emotion flaying 
beneath it. The puke is a fair man, of forty-fim, with 
an air of good health and good breeding, 

[febeee and cora take their wraps and go out. 


ACT ij' DEATH TAKES A HOLIDAY 5 


• DFKE 

What a night! 

AUBA 

We’re all a little mad, aren’t we? {Declaiming.) The 
moon, the moon’s to blame. 

B-tJKE 

It’s been doing some very odd tricks. 

{He glances hack toward the garden where a dark 
shadow seems to cross. He is startled and speaks 
suddenly.) 

Alda . . . look! 

ABDA 

What is it? 

DUKE 

A shadow. Don’t you see? 

AEDA 

Yes. 

DUKE 

It’s like the one we saw on the road, just before we 
struck. 

It is. . . . (^She laughs and turns away.) We’re let- 
ting our imaginations run riot tonight. It’s just a 
cloud passing over the moon. 
l^She sits on the divan. 

' DUKE 

Yes, of course it is. Silly of me to be startled. I must 


AXiDA. 


I,BATHjrAKES_SjIMfB^LJi^^ 

Sure you’re all rigW • 

V Vpn I suppo®® woinan 

Quite. I’m not e^en shaken. I supp 

would be in hysterics. 

DPKB -fit 

Your nerve is then looks up. 

[abda sits and lights a cigare 

APDA for just an instant I hoped we 

Qo you know . . • I J . 

TDOidd crash. 

PUKE 

Good lord ... why? 
lea.t I’m sore it TOSn't eo»r»g ■ 


AI*DA 


dtjke 


> >,«rl fflimpses of deep water to- 

Well, my dear, we’ve had ghmp 

„ight..ndIdWU.k^ i, mentis 

[ai^ba f ^ ^ 

zling over soTnethmg. 

J>A ;3 4.^ Ka desirable 

Do you know, there seeme ^^^.^ous glimpse of it. 

beyond that crash . . • ^ na 

Tome, come. We must shake this off. I suggest a whis- 

]g;ey and soda - 

[He goes to the b'nffet. 


abba 
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AiiDA {mriously) 

Didn’t jou feel anything? 

DUKE 

I felt a very healthy sense of fear, and a touch of con- 
science at risking your life. 

AEDA 

Nothing else? 

DUKE 

Well, if I did, I’m not going to talk about it. (He 
comes down to aeda.) You’d better fall in love, my 
dear. Then you won’t be worrying about small thriUs. 

aeda 

I wish I could ! 

[Enter stephae'ie, wife of the duke, the pbincess of 
SAN EUCCA, and bakon cesarea. 

[STEPHANIE is a dark, rather mysteriom looking 
woman of forty, with a rich husky wice, 

[The Princess is a fair, sweet woman, inaternal and 
solicitous. 

[baron cesarea is bluff and red-cheeked, at seventy- 
five, with a merry eye. 

STEPHANIE 

Lambert . . . I’m so glad to see you ! 

DUKE 

Why, dear? 

STEPHANIE 

I’ve been troubled all the way 
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BAB-OH 


abba 


, .e«oundU>eW=e,Itl>mtWe’'-‘'J- 

c so -0 .o.. 

you will live as long as 1 
you. 

■DA . ^„,,r day, dear. You miglit give 

You went the pace m your d y, 

tis our tum. 

babon I don’t know why I 

ite Ihk. Yo.ng.t.», .U 

follow you childienanou 

you. 

eighteen. 
stethauie 

And Corrado twenty-two. 

, she’s about eighteen herself to- 

As for Alda ... sue s 

night. Andl •• • 

1 ,s AH diHetanti are. Youth doesnt 
You’re ageless. AU 
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know the value of things. Life goes slower with me. 
Slower every day. I can look at it. and by, when 
things stop altogether and I slip through, perhaps 111 
know what it’s all about. What silly youngsters you’ll 
all seem then. 

AI*DA 

You’re not to talk like that. You’ve got to stay here 
and be my balance wheel. 

BAEON 

You need one, you naughty girl. 

{She goes to him and takes his arm. They walk to- 
ward the garden, 

DUKE {to princess) 

He adores her. His dead son was Alda’s husband, you 
know. 

PRINCESS 

How touching ! 

DUKE 

It’s the one thing that keeps the old boy going. 

STEPHANIE 

It’s the one thing that keeps us all going, isn’t it? 
[Enter rhoba eenton, a handsome straightforward 
English girl of twenty-four^ corrabo, son of the buke 
and STEPHANIE, a dark, beautifully mannered man of 
twenty-two, with a lightly dissipated face, and eric 
FENTON, a tall, intelligent-looking Englishman, They 
enter laughing and talking, cora and febele enter 
and take their wraps and exeunt. 


EB.IC 


a HOLlDAYt^ 

tifath takes 


j • » Has my tair gone white, anybody • 

Oh, what a drive ’.Has my 

tween twelve and five. 

A.re yon ah right. Sir. 

'Xite .11 

COBBADO an accident. I nearly 

Thelodgeheeper saidyou 

turned over myself. It w 


BHonA .., coroner’s inqnest, and 

Kearl We flirted with 
passed on. 

,4. ne so hot and cold since the war. 

I haven’t gone so nor 

.nOTE- . 

How did it - 

cObbaoo . Qijt of order. Thore 

cart at all. 

A That’s odd. 


ACT l] DEATH TAKES A HOLIDAY 


11 


COERABO 

Just that last second some instinct told me to swerve. 

EEIC 

And we made a slight parabola at seventy miles an 
hour on one most inadequate wheel. 

EHOBA 

Yes with a fifty foot drop below — 

' EEIC 

One inch more and all the king’s horses and all the 
king’s men couldn’t have found the pieces. 

PEINCESS 

Oh, Corrado . . . with all these lives in your hands ! 

COEEADO 

I’m sorry. Princess. 

BAEON {comes down steps) 

They play with life easily, at his age. 

DUKE {shaking his head) 

Was Grazia frightened.^ 

EHOBA 

She hardly knew what was going on. 

BAEON 

Was she asleep, or dragged with moonlight? 

EHOBA 

No, she wasn’t asleep. Just dreaming. 

DUKE 

Where is Grazia now? 
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COEEABO 

She stayed in the garden. 

PEINCESS (to COEEABO ) 

I wish you wouldn’t drive like that with my little 
girl. 

COEEABO 

I’m sorry. Princess. I was distraught tonight. 

BAEON 

Distraught . . . humph . . . I’ve had my life, and 
one year more or less doesn’t matter, but you’re just 
beginning. What is it, don’t you care about living? 

EHOBA 

I adore it. 

COEEABO 

I care about Grazia’s life. 

BAEON 

You don’t act like it. If life’s good why gamble 
with it? 

EHOBA 

It was Grazia. Corrado couldn’t go fast enough. 

EEic (lightly) 

I believe her exact remark was that if we did go fast 
enough we might reach the illimitable, whatever 
that is. 

BAEON 

Humph . . , you nearly made the discovery. 
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■DUKE 

Well, I don^t know that Corrado was altogether to 
blame. As a matter of fact I didn’t see that cart either, 
I hit it. 

COKEADO (quickly) 

Ymidid.J^ 

STEPHANIE 

Lambert ! 

DUKE 

Don’t be alarmed, dear. An extraordinary escape ! 
Even the car is hardly scratched. 

ADDA 

The driver must have traveled fifty feet through the 
air. (She laughs,) He went flapping through the 
moonlight like a great crow. 

EEIC 

Toward the illimitable 
DUKE (laughing) 

And he looked so astonished when we reached him. He 
must have thought he was in heaven and Alda was a 
beautiful angel. 

BAEO'N 

Humph ! Quite right, quite right. 

EEIC 

Quite. 

ADDA 

Grazie, Signori ! 
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CORl-ABO 

Was the driver hurt? 

DUKE 

Winded a little. Nothing more. 

“Bri°don’t understand it. We ought all to have been 
killed! 

DUKE tone) 

Neither do I. It’s too near the miraculous for my 
simple mind. 

COERADO 

I think I need a drink. 

EEIC 

So do I, 

[He crosses to buffet, 

bakon (rising and going to buffet) 

I could do with a little stimulant mysdf. 

COEEADO 

How about yoUj Hhoda? 

EHOBA 

Yes, PE have a Spot. 

COEEABO 

princess? You Mother? 

{The PEiNCESS shakes her head. 


ACT^ i] DEATH TAKES A HOLIDAY 


15 


STEPHANIE 

No thanks, 

EEIC 

Well, happy days. 
l_He lifts his glass, 

BAEON 

And a beautiful woman to love, 

COERABO 

And a beautiful woman to love us. It’s not much good 
without that. {Fause, He comes do*wn,) You know, Fm 
wondering ... if our cart driver had broken his 
neck ... I mean, what do you suppose comes after? 
. . . Where could he be now? 


BARON 

It might be well to give that a little attention if jmu’re 
going to keep up this speed. 

STEPHANIE {lightly) 

The poor carter would be gathered into the heart of 
God, 

ABBA 

Yes, but where . . . Olympus, the Elysian fields, 
. . , the Pearly Gates? 

ERIC {smiling) 

I fancy he would be driving a superb team of mules 
down a perfect road, with a barrel of wine and an 
amiable wife waiting at the end. . . . That is, if he 
could choose. . . , All ideas of heaven are really 
wish-images, aren’t they? 
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that case a woman would look f omard to a per- 
fectly appointed boudoir, and the entrance of per 
fectly satisfactory lover. 

ai^ba 

How well you know us. 

BARON 

Ha . . . sounds like TO2/ entrance. 

ALBA 

Have you a lurid past, dear? 

"Te lived harder than any of you. We knew how, in 
my time. 

ALDA (^smUing) 

And were you a tremendous lover? 
baron (pleased) 

Five beautiful creatures depended on me, all at one 
time, for their pleasure ... and protit. 

DUKE 

Good Lord! Think of the fatigue! 

bauon ^ ■, 

And I kept them all happy, too. No one s man enoug 

for that, nowadays. 

COEEABO {to EHOBa) . 

This is no place for a young girl, Ehoda. Shall we 

dance? 
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bhoba (rises) 

IM love to. 

lEweunt bhoba and cokbabo. 
alba (^o babon) 

Oughtn’t you go to bed, darling? 

BABOH (rising) 

Bed? Certainly „„t. Tm feeling yemger, I don’t know 


ALBA 

I think you ought to go. It’s been a tiring day. 


baeon 


O It has. Dashing about all over the place. Pelt about 
eighty-seven at dinner time. Thought I wouldn’t last 
much longer. Now I’m about sixty 


EEIC 


It’s a gay tune You’re not too tired? 

alba 

Never. 

[They exeunt, 
baron (as they mo*ve away) 

That’s right, burn up your youth. You’ve got plenty 


coekabo {entering) 

Has Grazia come in yet? 

PEINCESS 

No, I wish she would. 
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DUKE 

She’s quite safe in the garden, Marie. 

PEINCESS . 

Yes, of course. But I’m so . . . shaken, tonight. 

STEPHANIE ^ 

She has many friends, but she’s a lonely child. 
nuKE 

She seems too gentle and lovely to be real, sometimes. 

PEINCESS 

I wish she were like other children. I’ve tried to bring 
her up to be sensible, but it’s so difficult to make an 
impression. 
duke {smiling) 

She just fades, if things aren’t pleasant. I’ve seen 
her. 

PRINCESS 

Yes, she simply doesn’t hear. 

DUKE 

It’s a very normal and alert little mind, 

PRINCESS 

But such a dreamy one. 

BARON 

Marry her off. Nothing like marriage to spoil your 
dreaming. 

COERADO {crossing up to steps) 

Thanks Baron. I’m the prospective bridegroom, you 
know. 
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iTZ 7“"', ““““ “!■ »« 

gentle, hut oddly Temote,^ ^ 

Grazia. , « , 

■ ■■ ■ bitke 

Ah . . . here’s our little dreamer. 

STEPHANIE 

Bringing the moonlight with her. 

PEINCESS 

Darling, are you all right? 

GEAZIA 

Of course. Mother dear. 

PEINCESS 

I was so frightened when I heard of 

GEAZIA 

But we had no accident, did we Corrado? 

COEEADO 

No, dear, but we just escaped one. 
ran that risk. 


your accident. 


IB SO sorry I 


J wings. 


GEAZIA 

But I like going fast. It feels like i 

PEINCESS 

But you never wiU again, will you, Corrado.? 

COEEADO 

No. I’ve had my lesson tonight. 
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UKE , , . 

Were there any elves in the garden, to entertain you, 

my darling? ... -i 

[geazia gives him a brief, intimate smile. 


grazia . , 

There may hare been. . . . It’a the strangest n.ght 
rv. ever Lo,n. Didn-t yon feel >t? All ‘nne »n 
the drive there were shadows running over the flelds. 
And yet there weren’t any clouds m the siy to mate 
shadows. Didn’t you notice? 


DUKE f startled) 

By Jove . . . there weren’t. 


PRINCESS 

It was just your imagination, Grazia. 


grazia (as though not hearing) 

I had forgotten how silent and swift a shadow can be. 
I felt as though there were wings somewhere about. 
And we seemed to be too. 


PRINCESS 

Don’t, Grazia. You disturb me when you talk like 
that. 


UJiiii ^ 

Now, we think yon’ve been free quite long enoug . 
When are you going to fold your wings and be my 
little daughter-in-law? 

[geazia sits on divan. 


fd 
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COBHABO 

Father^s going to build us a villa in the woods, just at 
the top of the cliff, Grazia. 

OEAZIA 

How nice. It’s lovely there. {She gives the duke a 
charming smile.) Thank you, sir. 

BiTEE {gently) 

I would do anything for you, my dear. 

BABON 

Better clip her wings, if she’s going to live up there. 

STEPHANIE 

Love will bind her, my friend. 

PEiNCEss (sitting on divan) 

And children. 

COEEADO 

Won’t you make it next month, Grazia.^ I’m so im- 
patient. 

nXJEE 

Won’t you, dear.^ 

PEINCESS 

We could be quite ready in a month. 

GEAZiA {slowly) 

I wish I could , . . but . . . 

COEEADO 

We could spend the winter on the Riviera, and in 
Egypt and Greece. You know how much you want to 
see the ^gean Isles, 
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BAEON 

See things while you’re young and fresh. That’s the 
time. They sink in then. 

DUKE 

It’s only a question of making up your mind, my 
darling. 

[geazia turns and looks at them as if slightly puzzled, 
GEAZiA {rises) 

You know I love you all, and want to please you. But 
don’t you see, I’m not ready. 

feOEEADO 

But why, Grazia.? 

GEAZIA {slowly as though searching her thoughts) 

That life is too . . . There’s a kind of happiness I 
want to find first, if I can, 

COEEADO {desperately) 

Aren’t you happy with me? 

GEAZIA 

Yes dear , . . but that isn’t quite what I mean. {She 
looks at them helplessly.) I wish I knew how to tell 
you, {She turns toward the garden.) There is some- 
thing out there . . . which I must find first. 
l^She begins to walk to the steps. 

COEEADO 

May I come with you ? 

GEAZIA {gently) 

I’d rather be alone, if you don’t mind. 
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l^She goes into the garden^ leaving a constrained si- 
lence behind her^ which the baron breaks. 

BARON 

Leave the child alone. Life will tame her fast enough. 

STEPHANIE (rises) 

Shadows running 1 
DUKE (rises) 

I know what she meant. I saw them, myself. 

BARON (going to the princess) 

Well, I believe I could do a bit of running myself, to- 
night. Funny, my legs are getting younger. (He 
flexes one knee.) That fellow ought to creak, but it 
doesn’t. (He leans over to the Princess.) Marie, one 
who was about to die, salutes you, and asks the honor 
of a dance. 

PRINCESS (rising) 

Delightful. I remember when you led every ball. 

BARON (delighted^ as they go off) 

Ha ... I will again, if this keeps up. Amazing, isn’t 
it ? I didn’t think I’d ever dance again. 

STEPHANIE (to coRRADO who i$ on the porch) 

Was it a bad evening for you, dear? 

CORRADO (comes down the steps) 

She’s so utterly lovely. 

STEPHANIE 

Yes . . . and so delicate ... so fine, . . . But 
you will win her . , . if . . . 
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coEEADO (impatienMy) 

If I turn saint, and deny every human impulse. If I 
live only in music and poetry. . . . 

STEPHANIE 

But love i$ music . . . and love is poetry, o . . 

COEEADO 

But one can’t live like an anchorite, on nothing but 
beauty. For instance, one occasionally wants a drink. 
. . . Tonight I’d like a dozen, after what I’ve been 
through. 

STEPHANIE 

You will never reach her that way. 

COEEADO (desperately) 

I know it. I can hardly ever reach her. She’s so pure 
and remote. . . . And I’m a human being. 

STEPHANIE 

You must be very careful, dear, not to frighten her. 
She loves you, I’m sure. . . . 

COEEADO (going to her) 

And I love her till I’m half mad with it. But it’s no 
good cursing, is it? Sing something, Mother. It might 
bring her in from the garden. 
l^The telephone rings. The duke answers, 

{Exit COEEADO 
[eeic enters, 

DUKE , 

Yes . , , ? Really. . . . How very strange ! Is she 
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actually out of danger? But that seems impossible! 
Thank your mistress for the message and tell her I am 

much moved. 

\_Enter aloa. 

STEPHANIE 

Is it Selma ? 


DUKE (astonished) 

The butkr says she’s apparently well. She’s taken 

loocij and wants to get up. 


STEPHANIE 

But I thought she was dying ! 

DUKE 


She was. The doctor said she wouldn’t live through 
heJ either AU-soul wasn’t ready for 


STEPHANIE 

There is some meaning in all this. 

DUKE 

It r W ^ in the age of mir- 

acles. (To STEPHANIE.) We must tell the Prhicess. 

STEPHANIE and the nuKE. epic, looking dis- 
rant, goes and ptcks up the glass which he set down 
before, alda, after a moment, follows him. 

ADDA 

What^s the matter, my dear.? 
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ALDA 

Don^t bother about me, Eric. I should only disap- 
point you. 

EMC 

Why should you disappoint me? 

ALDA 

I’m too restless for marriage. Besides, IVe had that. 

EMC 

What do you want, then? 

ALDA 

I don’t know . . , something overpowering o . . I 
want to be swept away . . . mastered. . . . 

EMC {iromcally) 

Sorry, if I’m not magnificent enough. 

^LDA {with a laugh) 

It isn’t that. The trouble is I’ve known too much. I’ve 
drained sensation. , . . 

EMC 

Well, I’ve been said to have my points as a lover. 

ALDA (smiling) 

Have you? 

EMC 

There are several women who have found me . « « 
adequate. . . . 

ALDA 

I have no doubt. But now you’d like to settle down 


ACT i] DEATH TAKES A HOLIDAY 


27 


in a charming country house, and breed healthy Eng- 
lish children. Sorry, my dear, but that prospect 
doesn^t amuse me. 

EEic {fiercely') 

Alda ... if you’ll come out into the moonlight with 
me. . . . 

AEDA 

I think I won’t put you to the test. 

[Enter the peincess and coeeado. 

PEINCESS 

Grazia ought not to be out so late. She may not be 
warmly enough wrapped. 

COKEADO 

Shall I caU her.? 

PEINCESS 

Thanks, I wish you would. 

[As he starts rear, a loud shriek comes from the gar- 
den . . . high and full of terror. All stand fixed for a 
moment, then coeeado bounds toward the rear win- 
dows as the rest of the guests crowd Into the room, 
[geazia, her hair in disorder, her face convulsed with 
terror, appears in the central window. She screams 
again and looks back, as though unable to move, 
COEEADO reaches her. 

COEEABO 

Grazia , . , what is it! 

[She is about to fall., coeeado catches her. 

EEIC 

What’s happened. 


28 


DEATH TAKES A HOLIDAY [act i 


ALBA 

What is it? Oh, Grazia! 

DUKE 

Here, Corrado! . . • 

[coERADo carries grazia, moaning, to the couch. Her 
mother kneels beside her^ . . . grazia is hysterical 
with fear. 

PRIKCESS 

Grazia, Grazia ! 

DUKE 

Stand back, give her a little air. Brandy, somebody ! 
[ehoba brings a small glass of brandy and hands it 
to the PRINCESS. 

[all in the group are questioning one another — 
^What can it be?” etc. 

PRINCESS 

She can’t take this yet. Smelling salts. 

STEPHANIE {calling) 

Cora, the smelling salts, quickly ! 

[coEA exits and returns immediately with the salts 
'which she hands to Stephanie who gives them to the 

PRINCESS. 

PRINCESS 

Here, dear . . , Oh, please don’t cry so ! 

GRAZIA {shuddering) 

Don’t let it . • • come in. . . • 

ALL 

We won’t. 



ACT i] DEATH TAKES A HOLIDAY 


29 


DUKE 

Give her a little brandy. 

RHODA 

What do you supposed happened? 

AEDA 

Some prowler may have frightened her. 

PRmCESS 

Darling . . . can’t you tell us? 

BARON 

She can hardly breathe. ... A bad fright. 

DUKE {fiercely) 

If any one has harmed that lovely child ! . . . 

PRINCESS 

Grazia . . . look at me . . . It’s mother . . . 
What frightened you? 

[grazia only moans. 

ALDA 

Did you fall asleep, and dream? 

STEPHANIE 

It is more than that. 

PRINCESS 

Drink some brandy, darling, (grazia sips brandy ^ 
shuddering. ) Now try to tell us what it was. 

GRAZIA 

I can’t. 


30 DEATH T AKES A HOLIDAY [act i 

PEINCESS 

Please, dear. . . • We must know. 

[geazia is breathing with difficulty, her eyes wide and 

starkig. 

GB-AZIA 

I . . . don’t . . . know . . . what it was . . . 
There was something cold ... and terrible . . . 

Oh, Mother. , , _c 

[She clings to her mother, coeeado kneels before h . 

coEEADO (huskily) 

It’s all right, Grazia. You’re safe, now. 

GEAZiA (after a moment) 

I was sitting by the fountain . . . watching the 
shadows ... in the garden . . . dreaming. I could 
hear your voices . . . and the music ... 
so peaceful . . . and so beautiful . . . thatldidnt 
want to come in ... I thought ... in a moment I 
am going to feel something important . . . 
piness. I felt a world about to open. • . . And then 
. . . Ohl 
[She shudders. 


jPBIlSrCESS 

Go on, Grazia. 

GEAZIA 

And then ... an icy wind seemed to touch me. . . . 
But it wasn’t a wind, because all the leaves were still. 

[She pauses and shudders. 


COEEABO 


, . Grazia ! 
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CRAZiA (more strongly) 

I felt some one behind me . . . running. There wasn’t 
any sound . . . but I felt some one running. . . . 
And I saw . . . 

[She sits staring^ wide-eyed^ into the distance. 

DUKE (sharply) 

What did you see.? 

GRAZiA (convulsively) 

A . . . shadow ... an enormous darkness. . - . 
And yet it wasn’t a shadow, because I could see the 
sky and the moon through it. . . . (Rising.) Oh, 
Corrado ! 

[coEEADO tahes her into his arms. 

CORRADO 

It’s all right, Grazia. 

PRINCESS 
Quiet, dear. 

[She holds brandy to grazia’s Ups again, 

BARON 

The excitement’s tired her. They go too fast. 

ERIC 

Is she apt to be hysterical.? 

PRINCESS 

No, only very sensitiye. 

RHODA 

Then what can it be? 
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■DUKE 

It was that ride, of course, and the danger. It’s been 
working underneath. 

GBAZIA 

I felt something . . . cold ! 

STEPHANIE 

Ah! . . . 

PBINCESS 

I must get her home to bed. 

STEPHANIE 

Shall I have a room prepared — ^here? She ought to lie 
down for an hour. 

PBINCESS 

Perhaps that would be better. {To gbazia.) Can you 
walk, darling? 

GBAZIA 

Yes. {She shrinks hack against her Mother.) But 
not through the garden. 

PBINCESS 

You’re going to lie down for a little while, darling. 
BHODA 

You’re all right now, aren’t you, Grazia? 

GBAZIA {trying to smile) 

Yes. 

[She glances again apprehensively toward the gar-^ 
den. 
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DDKE 


A good night’s sleep and jou’U forget that accident. 
We’ll come and see you tomorrow, dear. 


AMA 


' STEPHANIE go OUt. 


OBAZIA 

Please do. 

\Tlie PBiNCEss, GRAZiA and i 
DUKE {sharply) 

Corrado, Eric, search the grounds ! 

ERIC 

Very good. 
fciOBRADO 

We will, sir — 

[TAe?/ exeunt, quickly, into the garden. 

AEDA 

What a night! It just needed this excitement to top it 

BARON 

• “"S'- 

RHOPA 

I wish I could forget Grazia’s scream. (She qlances 
m.d .f I st^jed J 
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AMA 

I wish you would. I confess I don’t want to be alone^ 
either. 

BAEON {to SHOD a) 

I thought English girls didn’t have nerves. Outdoors 
all day. 

ABBA 

Scratch any woman and you’ll find nerves^ dear. 

shot rings from outside and all jump, the bakon 
particularly, 

BAEON 

Great Scott . . . what’s that! 

AnDA 

Now who’s nervy ! {She rises, ) Shall we go up, Rhoda ? 
I’ll feel safer in bed. 

EHODA 

So shall I. Would you mind if I locked the door and 
looked in the closet.^ 

ABBA 

Not a bit. If you don’t I will. 

BHOBA 

Could we talk for a little while? 

ABBA 

We’re certain to. I can’t sleep. 

IThey eweunt upstairs. 
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STEPHANIE {entering) 

Y OH are not coming, Lambert ? 

■DUKE 

No, dear. I’ll wait for the boys, 

STEPHANIE 

Very well. Goodnight, dear. 

\^Slhe exits. 

DUKE 

Goodnight, darling. 

BARON 

As for me I shall light a cigar and remember all the 
beautiful women who have done me the honor to love 
me. Remember, my boy, when you’re old j^ou don’t 
sleep. Live a full life, and ^^ou’ll have reminiscences | 

for a mellow night cap. Goodnight. 

[baron exits upstairs, 

[Enter corrado and eric from the garden, 

DUKE 

Oh there you are ! Did you see anything.^ 

CORRADO 

Not a thing, sir, 

ERIC 

We looked everjT’where, and there’s not a sign of any 
one, sir. 

DUKE 

But the shot.^ 
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EMC 

I thought I saw something, but it was only a shadow. 

COBEADO 

Has Grazia gone, sir? 

DUKE 

No, she’s lying down. 

COBEADO 

I’d like to get my hands on that prowler ! 

EMC 

So should I. 

DUKE 

Yes, if it was a prowler! 

COERADO 

What do you mean, Father? 

DUKE {in a strange mice) 

I don’t know. The most extraordinary things have 
happened tonight. You miss the precipice by an inch 
when you should have gone over ; I run into a cart at 
fifty miles an hour ; and nothing happens ! No one is 
hurt! 

EEIC 

The mysteries do pile up, don’t they, sir? 

COEEADO 

And Grazia . . . saw shadows ... 

DUKE 

Exactly. 


m 
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coRiiAiiO (anwioml^) 

She was so terribly frightened, Father, may I go in? 

„:i)UKE 

No, better not. I’ll tell you when she’s ready to go. 

fcOEEADO 

Right, sir. Come up to my room, Eric? 

ERIC 

Righto. 

CORRADO 

Will you join us, sir? 

DUKE 

No thanks. I’ll sit about here for a while, and keep an 
eye on the garden. 

CORRADO 

All right. Come along Eric. 

[ CORRADO and eric go upstairs. The duke stands 
looking out into iJw ^uyden, 

[Enter eedeee 

EEDELE 

Your Grace. 

DUKE 

Have you closed the house? 

EEDELE 

Yes, Your Grace. 

DUKE 

Then go to the garage and see what repairs the Fiat 
will need. 
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PEDEIJl 

Shall I report tonight, sir? 

DUKE 

No, in the morning. 

FEDEEE 

Will Your Grace have the curtains drawn? 

IHe indicates the French windows. 

DUKE 

No, leave them. I’ll close them myself. And turn off 
the lights. 

[pEDELE presses a button. The room is almost in darh- 
ness, being lighted only by the table lamp. The chimes, 
off, strike midmight. 

PEDELE 

Goodnight, Your Grace. 

DUKE 

Goodnight. 

[pEDELE exits. The duke crosses to divan and sits 
down. After a pause a presence is felt rather than seen 
standing above the steps in the garden. The duke 
turns. 

^ DUKE {startled) 

Who, who^s there? (Rises.) Who’s there? (Turns 
swiftly and takes gun from table drawer.) Speak up, 
or Fll shoot! 

[duke lifts his gun and pulls the trigger. The gun does 
not even click. He tries to fire again with the same re-- 
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suit. A tall Made shadow moms forward through the 
window. The duke falls bach in terror. 

[The shadow is Death. His head is covered by a hood. 
From Ms shoulders a long black cloak falls. His face 
appears like the mask of death. His hands are gloved. 
He speaks in a rich voice which has a curious quality 
of ironic humor. 

SHADOW 

I beg you not to be afraid. 

DUKE {g us ping) 

Who . . . who . . . are you? 

SHADOW {in an amused tone) 

I don’t wonder you ask. I suppose, as a caller, I ayn 
unusual, even unique. 

DUKE {lifting the gun) 

You stand back! 

[The SHADOW lifts Ms hand and lowers it slowly. 
With the motion the duke lowers Ms gun. 

SHADOW 

It’s quite useless against me. {The shadow comes 
down.) Break your gun. {The duke does this, his eyes 
on the shadow. The bullets fall on the floor.) Now 
pull the trigger, (the duke pulls the trigger. The gun 
clicks, audibly.) You see, it works now. I should have 
let you shoot, but I was afraid it might waken your 
household and interfere with my plans. {The duke 
gasps. This is marly too much for him. The shadow 
regards him. His voice is amused.) You seem badly 
shaken, but I suppose it’s natural. You are the only 
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person who has ever faced me like this whose alarm 
was not justified. 

DUiCE (hoarsely) 

Who , . . who are you? 

SHADOW 

Ah, I beg your pardon. IVe been so interested in my 
reception that I have forgotten to explain. (He hesi- 
tates.) Pm afraid it will be difficult. Perhaps you had 
better sit. (The duke starts to sit on the divan. The 
SHADOW indicates a chair,) No, here . . . Your back 
may need support. 

[The DUKE crosses^ baching away in terror, 

DUKE (sitting) 

Is this some horrible masquerade? If it is . . . 
SHADOW (with a laugh) 

No, strange as it may seem this is my natural appear- 
ance. That is, to you. In justice to myself I ought to 
say that my true appearance is somewhat more at- 
tractive than this, but unfortunately I can appear to 
man only as he imagines me to be. ( The duke gasps. 
The SHADOW goes to him,) That seems incredible, 
doesn’t it ? But then, the whole thing is incredible. . . . 
I’m afraid, my dear fellow, you will have to make a 
considerable effort. You see, I am not of your world. 
(The DVKB shrinks from hm as the skadow sits on 
the opposite side of the table.) I am . . • how shall 
I describe it? A sort of . . . vagabond of space. 
Think, if you can, of infinity. That may help. Think 
of limitless reaches of light, and limitless reaches of 
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darkness. Think of sound that goes whispering on 
forever. You see, if you are to grasp this you will 
have to discard your usual formulas. . . . For in- 
stance, at one moment I am touching the evening 
star with my shadow and plucking some mortal on 
the earth by the sleeve. . . . Do I make myself 
clear? {He looks at the bxjke mho is staring^ fasci- 
nated.) Evidently not. I told you it would be diffi- 
cult. {He rises.) You see, I am ... or I was until 
I crossed your threshold . . . Death. {The duke. 
leaps to Ms feet.) Ah, I thought it might give you a 
shock. But please be assured. I am not on my usual 
mission tonight. Quite the contrary. If I were, do you 
think we should be chatting like this ? Instead I should 
have lain beside you for a moment on your bed, or 
breathed on your hair as you passed by. I have al- 
ready stood beside one of you, tonight, without harm 
. . . that lovely girl in the garden. 
l^He has moved beside the fireplace. 

DUKE 

Ah . . . then it was you! 

SHADOW 

Yes. I didn’t intend her to see me. She appears to be 
remarkably sensitive and aware. The rest of you, if I 
may say so, have been less acute. I have, you know, 
been with you all evening. 

DUKE 

Oh . . . then that explains . . . 

SHADOW 

Several things. Your son, I thought, was rather des- 
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perate tonight. If I had been playing my proper role 
' I should have taken him and those charming young 
people in the car . . . regretfully^ I assure you. I 
positively had to hold his wheels on the edge of that 
precipice. 

'‘nUKE 

You . . . held . . . 

SHADOW 

Yes . . . quite. And I brought your flying cart driver 
to earth. I was absent minded for a moment or I 
shouldn’t have allowed that accident. But really, you 
and your son ought not to drive like that, when I am 
. . . myself. 

DUKE {recovermg) 

You saved ... 

SHADOW {with a laugh) 

Amusing, isn’t it ? Death in the role of guardian angel. 
But I did. Doesn’t that reassure you that I hav^ no 
. . . er . . . lethal intentions ? 

S..DUKE 

It does, rather. 

{The DUKE has recomred his poise and his breath. He 
is getting used to this strange visitor. 

SHADOW 

That’s better. In a moment we shall be, I trust, quite 
good friends. But perhaps you had better sit again. 
There are a few more unusual details. {The duke sits 
on the divan. The shadow follows and sits beside Mm, 
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the DUKE drawing back.) I am about to take a holi- 
day. Again that sounds incredible, doesn’t it? Even 
to me. THnk of it . . . for the first time in history 
there will be no murders, no fatal accidents. No man 
will even die in his bed. Not a leaf will fall, or a star 
from heaven. Nothing will decay, nothing crumble. 
There will be only life, and growth ... A sort of 
cosmic springtime. . . . {He sits contemplating 
this as though in awe, then laughs.) But don’t be 
alarmed. It can’t go on long, or there would be a seri- 
ous overcrowding. Of course, that could be remedied 
by another world war, but that gives me so much work. 
I shall take three days only, and crowd as much as 
possible into them. After that I must go back. 

DUKE {in a more normal tone) 

But why are you doing this.^ 

SHADOW^ 

For a number of reasons . . , For one thing, to dis- 
cover why men fear me as they do. 

DUKE 

Don’t you know? 

\The shadow’s tone changes suddenly. An inner in- 
tensity makes itself felt. 

SHADOW 

How should I know, who have never experienced a 
mortal sensation? What could terror mean to me, who 
have nothing to fear? Or pity, when I must not pity? 
Or kindness, or aspiration, or love? These are only 
words to me, whose meaning I am curious to discover. 
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{He pauses a moment. His tone is light,) In par- 
ticular I should like to know something of love. It 
appears to be a potent force which makes men do 
quite mad things. ... It is the word most often on 
the lips of man when he goes with me, unless he is old 
and spent with life. {He pauses again. There is a sud- 
den return of his intensity. ) And there is another rea- 
son. . . . Can you conceive how weary I am of 
always being misunderstood? . • • I see things that 
are gracious, and young, and fragrant ; and some- 
times I desire them, with a vague and aching tender- 
ness. . , • But if I come too near ... if they feel- 
the presence of my shadow, a horror comes upon their 
minds. {He rises with an intense^ restless momment.) 
Can you conceive how lonely I am, when there is 
nothing that doesn’t shun me, that doesn’t shrink as 
I come near? 

{slowly) 

Yes, of course . . . 

SHADOW {intensely, as though to himself) 

There is something here ... to be known and felt 
. . . something desirable that makes men fear me and 
cling to their life. I must know what it is ! {He pauses 
abruptly.) In short, my dear sir, I wish to live a com- 
plete life in the space of three days. 

DXiK% {gasping) 

But, how can you? 

snAnow {amused) 

I don’t quite know, but I’m sure the attempt will be 
interesting. And you can help me, if you will. 
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DUKE 

I? 

SHADOW 

You and your friends. Obviously I must have a place 
for my experiment. I was passing, by chance, and saw 
the Villa Happiness written above your lintel. It had 
a charming sound. So I find myself here, asking your 
hospitality. . . . Will you accept me, for these few 
days, as a guest 

DUKE (gasping) 

As ... as a guest? 

SHADOW (amused) 

Don’t be alarmed. As a mortal, of course, I assure you 
I shall be quite a man of the w^orld. 

DUKE (with an effort) 

Why, in that case ... I should be, . . . most 
happy. 

SHADOW (going to him) 

That’s extremely kind of you. I realize, of course, that 
I am asking a great deal. . . . And now, my dear 
Duke Lambert de Catolica. . . . 

DUKE (astonished) 

Do you know my name? 

SHADOW 

Quite. And your age; forty-three years and three 
months. Is that correct? 


DUKE 

Yes. 
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SHADOW {a little pointedly) 

I believe that is known as the prime of life. You seem^ 
if I may say so, particularly contented and well, as 
though you enjoyed life? You do . . . enjoy life? 

DUKE (uncertainly) 

Yes, Ido 0 • . thoroughly. 

SHADOW 

Good. You^re exactly the man I want. • . « 

DUKE 

Oh! 

SHADOW 

To study. Will it be a great trouble to put me up? 
Will it ? 

[The last words are a sudden threat . The duke speaks 
quickly. 

' DUKE 

No, not in the least. I have a suite of rooms prepared 
for an old friend who was expected, Trince Sirki, of 
Vitalba Alexandri. ... 

SHADOW (starting) 

Oh . . . Prince Sirki . • • 

. (also starting) 

Oh . . . then . . . you? 

SHADOW 

Yes . . . just this evening. I didn’t know, of course, 
that he was a friend of yours. 
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Then . . . not to expect . » * 

SHABOW 

'No, Fm sorry. . . . 

DUKE 

All . . . poor Sirki ... 

[They both shake their heads, sadly. 

SHADOW 

That gives me a suggestion. Was the Prince known 
to your family and your guests? 

DUKE 

N05 none of them knew him. 

SHADOW (after a pause) 

Good. Then, since I have unfortunately been obliged 
to deprive you of a guest, it seems only just that I 
should take his place. I shall, therefore, be Prince 
Sirki of Vitalba Alexandri, for three days. 

DUKE (bowing) 

As you will. 

SHADOW (genially) 

And please understand that my presence in your 
house will not be a menace, but a protection. 

i>Ti WE, (breathlessly) 

Oh, thank you. 

SHADOW 

On one condition, on which I shall insist. 
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DUKE 

Yes? 

SHADOW {yolth cold authority^ 

I am to be Prince Sirki ... no other. I shall be a 
mortal, and I must be treated as a mortal, in every 
particular. I require that no one under this roof, and 
no one who may visit you shall show repulsion or fear, 
on pain of my instant displeasure. 

DUKE 

I understand, Your Highness. 

SHADOW 

You are the head of this house and therefore respon- 
sible. Your guests could not bear the knowledge of 
my name. If my secret is divulged, I shall leave in- 
stantly as Sirki and return in my proper person. Do 
I make myself clear? 

DUKE {bowing) 

Perfectly! 

SHADOW 

I will have nothing distasteful on my holiday. If any 
one violates my command, I shall leave, instantly, as a 
mortal and return as , . . 

\He nods Ms head significantly. 

lovKiSi {with difficulty) 

I understand, Your Highness. 

SHADOW {in a changed tone) 

Forgive me if I am severe. I am a little sensitive on 
that ^oint. {Cordially.) Then, it is a bargain? 
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[He holds out one claw-lihe hand which the duke 
luctantly takes. 

DUKE 

It is. 

[The SHADOW turns away and draws a deep breath. He 
has become curiously absorbed. The inner tension is 
again increasingly apparent, rising, after a moment, 
to something near hysteria. 

SHADOW 

And so I am at last to become a mortal ! . . . I shall 
feel blood in my veins . . . warm blood of life. I 
shall feel my desire becoming flesh and my hunger 
taking the fire of blood. ... I shall know what you 
know, and feel what yon feel. . . . When I take flow- 
ers in my hands they will not wither. . . . And youth 
will not run from me with teri’ified eyes. . . . (He 
makes a movement of *intense restlessness, as though 
his inner pressure were near agony.) My hunger shall 
be appeased for an hour . . . my hunger that is as 
old as time. . . . And those that I love needmot • . . 
be afraid, not afraid, not afraid ! (He laughs with ktr- 
sane intensity.) No ... no ... I am beside my- 
self . . . My holiday is just caprice ... a mad 
joke I play with life. . . . Ha, Ha . . . what a mon- 
strous, what a sublime joke. . . . {He draws himself 
up with a mocking laugh.) I, Death, do hereby take 
on the world, the flesh and the Devil! {With^an effort 
the SHADOW masters himself.) Forgive me, my friend. 
My sense of humor overcame me for a moment. . . . 
And now shall we begin our interesting experiment? 
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DUKE {hesitantly) 

Yes . • . but . • * 

SHADOW 

There is some doubt in your mind. What is it? 

DUKE {wncertainly) 

Forgive me . . . but . . . your face ... 

[The SHADOW comrs his face, suddenly, with one 
hand, 

SHADOW 

Is it so terrible? 

DUKE (hastily) 

Not to me . . . now . . . But you must remember 
that all men are bom with a fear of that face. 

SHADOW 

Of course, I had forgotten for a moment. It is one of 
the stupid terrors that are nurtured in children, which 
only the most mature minds shake off. It’s not very 
intelligent of you, you know, to make me only a sym- 
bol of decay. I am sleep, too . . . and the fulfillment 
of dreams ... I am the gateway to life that is be- 
yond life. 

DUKE 

But . . . couldn’t you ... 

SHADOW 

Of course. I shall borrow the Lamp of Illusion. 

DUKE 

Of what? 
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SHADOW 

Of Illusion. Surely you know * . « 

..DUKE 

I don’t quite follow. 

SHADOW 

Well, I’ve found that very few mortals can bear to 
face life as it really is. It seems to them stark, and for- 
bidding, like the outlines of my face, until Illusion 
softens it with her rosy lamp. 

DUKE 

Oh yes, I see. 

SHADOW 

It’s rather a pity, because, you know, the real is so 
much more, shall we say, beautiful, than the illusion. 
However, time is still young and one mustn’t expect 
too much. So I shall borrow the lamp for my holiday. 

DUKE 

Then this will change ... 

SHADOW {amused) 

My entire person . . . {He laughs,) I am just be- 
ginning to see the possibilities of this. It will be most 
entertaining. I think your guests may find me not un- 
attractive, thanks to my lamp. And you will not find 
me a poor masquerader! Expect me soon. {He starts 
away^ then turns at the top of the steps.) You are to 
be distinguished among hosts, sir. None has enter- 
tained Death before, and lived. 
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{With a long hound he disappears. Several shots are 
fired from above. The duke makes a movement of 
terror, 

coEBADo (off) 

Stop him ... ! Stop him ... ! 

[More shots, corrado and eric run down the stairs 
and rush for steps to the garden, 

T>UKB (terrified) 

Corrado . . . for God’s sake! 

[Enter fedele running, 

FEDELE 

Your Grace . . . what is it ? 

DUKE 

Corrado . . . stop . . . on your life! 

CORRADO (pausing) 

He disappeared over the hedge ! 

DUKE 

Come down, instantly ! 

FEDELE 

Shall I call the servants, Your Grace? 

DUKE (with an effort to speak calmly) 

No . . . Turn on the lights. Go to the left wing, im- 
mediately. Prepare the rooms. They must be ready in 
five minutes . . . Work as you never worked before ! 

FEDELE 

Yes, Your Grace. 

[He goes to the door^ hesitates and stands curiously. 


TAKES A HOLIDAY k.q 

COEEADO .. — — 

you all right? 

— . DUKE (m an odd voice) 

I don’t see why your pistol fired. Mine didn’t. 
COEEABO 

Father . . . what do you mean? 
buive {^clieclclng himself) 

Nothing ... 

EEIC 

Did you see the fellow, and shoot? 

STEPHANIE 

Lambert . . . are you hurt? 
buke 
No. ... 

ABBA 

Ohj whatisit.?^ 

EHOBA ■■ ■ 

Is any one shot. 

buke 

Wait, everybody . 
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I told you to go . . o Prepare those roomsj in- 
stantly ! 

\_Exit FEDELE rehictantly. 

STEPHANIE 

Rooms ? For whom ? 

COEEADO 

Father . . . can’t you tell us what’s the matter? 
l^Enter baeon. 

BAEON 

What in the world is all this fuss about? Am I never to 
get any sleep ? 

EEIC 

Corrado saw a fellow running in the garden, and shot. 

BAEON 

Ah, the villain, who . . , 

COREADO 

By God ... he may be still in the grounds. 

\He starts rear. 

DUKE {sharply) 

Corrado . . . stop! 

COREADO 

But why? Fie may be the fellow who frightened 
Grazia. 

DUKE 

He was . ^ . 
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COEEADO 

Then let’s get him ... 

[He starts away again. 

{almost screaming) 

Come back ! You mustn’t go out there. 

COEEADO 

Whjnot? 


STEPHANIE 


Is there any danger? 
duke (^dcoeeado) 

You shouldn’t have fired 
angered him ! 


Oh, God 


if jou had 


COIIEAPO 

Who is this man? 

£rhoi)a 171 sudden fear 
ahout her. 


goes to ALDA leho puts an arm 


AEBA 

Don’t be afraid, dear, 

BAEON 

Is everybody mad? 

STEPHANIE 

Lambert, can’t you tell us? 
duke ifamtly) 

Give me some brandy, somebody. 
lEKic g^ves him a glass of brar^y. 
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Here, sir. You seem rather shaken. 

DUKE 

Forgive me . • . I’ve just had ... an extraordi- 
narj experience. 

COEEADO 

Do you mean you saw the man and talked with him ? 

nijicE (after swallowing the brandy) 

Yes . . . (He presses his forehead,) It seems unreal 
. . , but I must have talked . . . You saw him, too, 
didn’t you, Corrado? 

COREADO 

Yes. I was looking out of the window . . . and sud- 
denly I saw some one running through the garden, in 
the strangest dress. I fired, and he seemed to float over 
tlie hedge. 

B.AEO,N 

Float over the hedge. What nonsense ! 

EEIC 

I’m not sure. There’s something damned queer ... 
mjKK (tcith a strange laugh) 

More than that . . . Unbelievable . . . Monstrous 
. . . No . . . (He checks himself.) lil seem to talk 
wildly, you mustn’t be troubled. There’s no danger. 
He promised ... 

ALDA 

Who promised, Lambert? Can’t you tell us? 
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DXJKi^ (slomly, after a pause) 

No, I can’t. {He rises, and forces a light tone,) But 
Grazia’s safe. That’s all that matters. And now, I 
have something of the greatest importance to tell you 
.all. We are to have a guest tonight. Prince Sirki of 
• .Vitalba AlexandrL 

stepha'kie 

Then the Prince is here? 
niJKE 

No . . . that is, he’s coming, almost at once. And if 
he seems eccentric ... or strange . . . you must 
take no notice. Treat him as a Prince and a gentle- 
man, always. This is more important than I can tell 
you. And, above all, you mustn’t be afraid. 

AEBA 

But why should we be afraid.? 
niJKE (off guard) 

He might be offended, don’t you see.? And if he were 
. . . (He pulls himself together,) You must be gay, 
and laugh with him. And no matter what happens, you 
must never shun him, or protest . . . or run ... It 
would be no good if you did ... You can’t run 
from ... 

[H. chechs himself sharply. There is a general move-- 
ment of fear in the group, 

EHODA 

Alda, I’m afraid. 
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FEBEI.E (entering) 

His Highness, Prince Sirki! 

[The SHADOW enters in the fatigue uniform of a grand 
duke of Russia, As he enters the Lamp of Illmion be- 
gins to glow on the mall. He wears a great coat and 
cap, and a monocle in his eye. He hands his cap to 
TEDELE and comes dorm the steps. He clicks his heels 
and boms. The women curtsey and the men bow. All 
the guests are astonished and delighted at his distin- 
' appearance. 


.DVJKE (gasping) 

Sirki 1 (There is a pause. He makes an effort and 
speaks.) Welcome, Your Serene Highness, to the 
Villa Happiness. 

[The shadow’s voice becomes the pleasantly modu- 
lated voice of a man of the world, with a slight accent. 


SHADOW 

Thank you, my dear Duke. I am so happy to be here. 

We are more than honored. (He forces a clear brave 
tone winch evidently requires an effort.) May I pre- 
sent my wife, Prince Sirki. 

[STEPHANIE crosses, offers her hand, and curtseys. 

ST’E.vnh.m'B (warmly) 

Your Highness is most welcome. 

SHADOW 

^ Thank you, (He smiles.) I have rarely been so charm- 
ingly received. 
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DUKE 

And now, may I present my guests ? 

•SHADOW 

It will be a pleasure. 

DUKE 

Madam Alda. 

[The SHADOW" advances to her, add a curtseys. He 
hisses her hand^ emdently likes the sensation and does 
it again, 

SHADOW" 

I say, I had not realized that the women of your 
country were so beautiful. 

ADDA 

Your Highness is most kind. 

SHADOW (in a deep voice) 

I wish that ive might never meet when you are less 
beautiful and I must be less kind. 

DUKE 

Miss Rhoda Fenton, Your Highness. 

\The SHADOW regards her for a moment then crosses 
to her, KHODA extends her hand, 

SHADOW (m an altered tone, loolcing at her hand) 

Oh, young . . . and firm ... and full of life! And 
it lies so trustingly in mine. It’s sti*ange how beautiful 
a simple act can be. {He releases her hand and smiles.) 
Thank you, Miss Fenton. You have done me a kind- 
ness,". tonight. ' ' 
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BIIICE ' 

The Baron Cesarea, sir. A statesman who was once 
important in the affairs of the world, who now looks 
back on a long and interesting life. 

[^The BAEON comes forward quicldy^ with importance. 

SHADOW” {going to Mm) 

I am delighted to meet the Baron ... at last ... 

BAEON 

And I to meet von, Your Highness. 

{The SHADOW” releases his hand and turns his hack 
on him, watching alba and ehoda.) 

Indebted to you, greatly, sir, for an exciting eve- 
ning, You make a mysterious and dramatic appear- 
ance. ]\ry rheumatism disappears at the same time, 
and I feel years younger. If I go on like this I shall 
take up statesmanship again. 

SHADOW {turning hack and smiling) 

Don’t, I beg you. I remember that it was you who 
brought Italy into the Great War. 

BAEON 

As a Prince and statesman, I hope you approve. 
SHADOW {smiling) 

I w”as not thinking as a . . . Prince and statesman. 
But as . . . {He checks himself and hows, ending the 
interview.) We shall talk further, my dear Baron, of 
several things. Considering your distinction and age, 
it is surprising that fate has not introduced us be- 
fore. 
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BAEON' 

Delighted, sir, 

[The DUKE indicates eeic and coeeado, 

DUKE 

Mr. Eric Fenton • . . (Both bow.) And my son, 
Corrado. 

SHADOW (offering his hand) 

Ah, the son who drives so furiously. (There is a pause ^ 
the SHADOW regards the group.) My friends • * . 
permit me to call you my friends ... 

ADD 

Your Highness, 

SHADOW 

Please make no change in your plans because of my 
sudden appearance. I should like to join in your pleas- 
ures, if I may, and enj oy the hours with you. I beg you 
not to make a stranger of me. 

DUKE 

Will Your Highness have a little refreshment? 

SHADOW 

Refreshment? 

[The word is evidently strange. He accustoms Ms 
mind to it. ' 

DUKE . 

A glass of wine? 

SHADOW (doubtfully) 

Oh yes, a glass of wine. 
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TU'KE 

Corrado. ... ^ 

[coEEADO brings a glass of mfie* The shadow consid- 
ers ity smilingly. 

SHADOW 

I have never tasted wine ... of your country . , . 
May I drink to this delightful household? I believe 
that is one of your customsj is it not? 

DUKE 

It is, yes. And may I thank you for myself and my 
guests ? 

shadow (lifting his glass) 

To this household ... to life . . . and to all brave 
illusion. 

(He sips and starts to hand the glass to coeeado 
when he reconsiders and drinks more, coeeado starts 
to take the glass,) 

Wait a minute. 

(He finishes the wine. The shadow stands as though 
weighing the effect. His face lights with a curious 
smile,) 

I think I shall enjoy your wine. It goes pleasantly 
in my veins. 

DUKE (smiling) 

It is often a consolation. 

SHADOW 

Ah, I see. One of the handmaids of illusion. 

lEnter fedele. ■ 
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FEDBI^E. 

The rooms are ready, Your Grace.: 

IJEldt FEDELE. 

SHADOW 

My rooms? 

DUKE 

Yes. At your pleasure. 

SHADOW 

Then, if you will forgive me, I think I will go now. 
{He smiles again secretly.) I have not slept, for ages, 
and I feel curiously tired. {He hows to the group.) 
Goodnight, my friends. My holiday begins most 
agreeably. 

[AH how and murmur ^^Good night Your Highness/^ 
As the SHADOW turns to cross, the peincess and, geajsiA' 
enter, left. The shadow pauses suddenly, Ms eyes on 
gbazia. 

DUKE 

Your Highness, may I present the Princess of San 
Luca, and her daughter, Grazia . . . Prince Sirki. 

■ [The PEINCESS bows, murmuring ^Y’'our Highness.” 
The SHADOW and grazia stand m though they had 
heard nothing. Then ike shadow boxes and stands 
. aside as peincess and oeazia pass, ceazia and the 
SHADOW holding each others' eyes. The shadow starts 
to emit, he takes a few steps, looks back at gkazia, 

. then ewits as the curtain falls, 

cuetain 





ACT TWO 


Scene: The same, 

Ouitszde^ the iiower<i /ifn/t 
andhriUiant. They seem 

tho^h an entertaimnent mn L°i>ro^tT " 

*::^:uTckzzz’!Z rt ^ “■•’■■ 

tant and apprehensive, ^ baeon , are 

. 

baeoj^t 

w *■’ Ah, I 

Princess so iw ‘ «nd the 

COEEABO 

baeon 
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COKE ABO 

The Prince seems to be enjoying himself, too. 

BAEON 

I should think so ! I never saw a man so surrounded. 
It makes me positively envious. 

COEEABO 

He’s altogether too fascinating. 

BAEON 

Did you ever see a man do things with such zest? One 
might think he never had a good time before, and every 
hour was his last. . * . Ah, but I had zest, too, when 
I was young. Just like his. ... I wish Marie were 
here. Tonight I could . . . {Enter coea with wraps 
over her arm. The baeon goes to her. He fingers a 
hhite cloaks his face ecstatic.) Ah, ermine! Just 
slipped from a w*hite shoulder, and wann from it still ! 
Delicious! Perhaps it is Marie’s. (He lifts the sleeve 
and smeUs it.) Notte d’amore. No, that’s the Duchess 
de San Juliano. Marie’s scent is La Rose Blanche. 
[Enter the shabow slowly in time to hear the last 
lines, 
shadow 

Notte d’amore? La rose blanche ? 

BAEON 

Perfumes, Your Highness, worn by beautiful women 
such as have been crowding about you. Surely you’re 
not leaving them ! 

[ COEEABO stands looking out into the garden^ for a 
moment y then exits slowly. He is in the full dress uni- 
form of a Grand Duke. 



SHADOW 


BAEON 

But such a pleasant disturbance ! Ah^ I wish I knew 
the secret of your popularity I 

SHADOW (ironically) 

It is quite simple. Suggest that you have great depths 
of wisdom and great depths of passion which no one 
has really discovered. They will come flocking. 

BAEON (delighted) 

That’s it. That’s it, exactly. Great depths of passion ! 
rildoit. 


SHADOW 

Of course, in my case it happens to be true. 

BAEON 

Ah, and I almost believe it’s true of me, tonight. 

SHADOW (in a changed tone) 

Tell me Baron , . . you have lived a long while . . , 
w^hat are the things that men like yourself value most ? 

BAEON 

Why ... 
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SHADOW (drily) 

For a moment, Baron. I find that I need air. 


I am not used to this mixture of perfume and warm 
flesh. It is . . . disturbing. 
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SHADOW 

What is this thing of great price that dignifies our 
life, and makes it dear? 

BAEON 

It is very flattering of you to ask. . . . 

SHADOW 

I have been joining in your games and in your dances. 
I have won some bits of metal at a little wheel. {He 
tosses a ptirse of gold on the table.) It seems to me that 
we are like children, playing with toys, passing the 
time while we wait for something . . . for that thing 
of great price. Beneath this play I hear the voice of 
a deep hunger, unsatisfied. For what? Can you tell 
me? 

BAEON 

Philosophers have never agreed about the ultimate 
good. 

SHADOW {a little impatiently) 

I am asking you as a person. 

BARON 

Why, in my own case, I have had two aims . . . love 
and power. 

SHADOW 

Power i I have power, but that is a lonely thing. I 
thought this good was something to be shared. 

BAEON 

Of course, men have chosen other things. ... Re- 
ligion, for instance. They have even died for that. 
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SHADOW 

YeSs I have known many of them. They died in defense 
of their own opinion. But at least they were not 
afraid. 

BAEON 

I used to say, in my young days, that I would die for 
love. I often threatened it. 

SHADOW {impatiently) 

It seems to me that men have not begun to discover 
the magnificence of their life. ... To breathe the 
perfumed air of a garden ! To feel one’s strong body 
moving in the sun ! To feel thought flashing on the 
mind, and emotion like a glowing fire in the soul ! . . . 
There is splendor here, if one can find it. {He ges- 
tures toward the garden,) Out there is the night, 
crowded with beauty! And we herd inside, feverish 
over little games. Why.^ 

BAEOH {slyly) 

Haven’t you found that only lovers care to be alone in 
the night ? 

SHADOW 

Perhaps that’s it. Perhaps that beauty is too great 
to be borne, unless it is shared. . . . Tell me, Baron 
, . . you see I am a little strange to your ways . . . 
how does one find that love, or know when one has 
found it.?’ 

BAEOH {slyly) 

The language of eyes and lips is universal, is it not, 
Your Highness? 
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.SHADOW (sternly) 

' I am serious, ■■ ■ 

BARON 

Why, one meets a beautiful creature . , , preferably 
a beautiful creature . . . and something electric 
passes between you. Then there is the prelude of talk, 
long or short. (He laughs,) I remember once coming 
down stairs, in a room much like this, and finding a 
lovely girl sitting alone. I stopped, and our eyes met. 
After a long look I stepped to the wall, dimmed the 
lights, and a moment later she was in my arms. A di- 
vine creature ! 

SHADOW (drily) 

Again that sounds like playing with toys. 

BARON (gently) 

I am speaking of affairs, of course. There was one 
whom I loved, with whom I could share . , . any- 
thing. But she died. 

SHADOW 

Yes, I remember. The Countess Sfortza, 

BARON (quickly) 

You knew her.^ 

SHADOW 

I met lier, just once, toward the end of her life. 

BARON 

She resembled the Princess, Grazia’s mother. By the 
ivay, Your Highness, what do you make of the extraor- 
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<3inarj things that are 

newspapers, of course? “S- You ve seen the 

SHADOW 

No, that i. a habit I Wo aover acqairad. 

BAEOH 
Reall j ? 

SHADOW 

the/nSf accidents and murders, do 

BABOH 

I’m afraid the less reputable ... 

SHADOW 

Pm a little tired of that ,ort of thioo It i™-, 

to me, At isn t news 

BABON 

Then you didn’t see the account fk 
jumped from the Eiffel T" i man who 

unhurt? himself up 

SHADOW {quicJdy) 

H^r/af::^io 3“izraShS-“"^ 

baboh 

You! 

SHADOW (^smiling') 

Well, I might write him a note of condolence. 
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, BAEON (delighted) 

Capital, capital! What a sense of humor you have! 
' SHABOW 

I am so glad that somebody has found that out. 

! BAEOK. 

j Then there^s that situation on the Algerian front. 

Not a shot fired for three days, I don’t understand it. 

SHADOW 

f Don’t worry, my friend. Your sacred privilege of 

!, blowing each other to bits is quite safe. They will 

I begin again tomorrow. 

BAEON (puzzled) 

Yes, I suppose . . . 

[Enter coeeado slowly from the garden. 

SHADOW 

Ah, Corrado, I think I will have one of your drinks. 

eOEEADO 

Cognac, sir.^ 

SHADOW 

Yes, thank you. And one for the Baron, eh.^^ 

BAEON 

By all means 1 I’ve had to be careful for some years, 
but tonight I feel like a four-bottle man. Do you know 
that term, sir.^ 

.SHADOW 

Very well. I’ve known many four-bottle men. They 
were so cheerful that they were not even afraid of me. 
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BAEOlSr 

Afraid of you^ sir? 

SHADOW {drily) 

I have been known to inspire fear. 

[coEEADO brings them each a glass, 

BAEOH 

This is like old times for me. You know, in my young 
days we would sit up all night, drinking and talking 
of love and religion. Night after night 1 

SHADOW (wistfully) 

Night after night ! How prodigal that sounds. And I 
have but three hours ! 

BAEON 

You, sir.?^ 

SHADOW 

I mean among these friends. . . . But, Baron, why 
do you say religion and love? They are two words 
with the same meaning, I should think. 

BAEON' 

Of course they are ! Of course they are 1 What a mag- 
nificent mind you have. And what a lover you must be 1 

SHADOW 

Ah ... if I had time! (He lifts his glass,) My dear 
Baron, let us drink to three things : To beauty, to love, 
and to ecstasy that is their child. 

BAEON (delighted) 
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Splendid. What a' magnificent toast. To beauty, to 
love and to ecstasy. 

{They drink. The shadow turns abruptly to' coeeado, 
handing Mm Ms glass. His tone is curt, 

SHADOW 

The Princess and Grazia have not come. Do you know 
why? 

COEEADO 

No, sir. IVe been expecting them every moment. 

SHADOW 

They must not be too late. (He turns to the baeon. 
COEEADO talces both glasses and goes to the buffet,) 
I shall go and think a little about these things. (He 
picks up the purse of gold,) Will you give these bits 
of metal to your favorite charity.? I have no further 
use for them. 

BAEOXr 

With pleasure, Your Highness. (The shadow turns 
abruptly and goes up the stairs. Looking after him,) 
What a magnificent man ! What a princely manner ! 
(He stands listening to the music,) Ah, my boy, iPs 
the flavor of the old days for me. You don’t know how 
the dead leaves are stirring in me . . . how life is stir- 
ring beneath them, 

[He eoeits as mio enters, coeeado is mimng himself a 
drink, 

EEIC 

No value in that, Corrado. It won’t help your nerves. 


1 



holiday 


suppose jou»r 

Jily nerves need 

EEIC 

So do mine. I’m 
^ou migh 
(pouring j , 
WeJ], chee. 

^Mlc 

Cheer-0 

drink, 

iSElC 

I aougi, li, 

Prini 

coebabo 

^ ^’^'sh he wouldn’t P 


“ Wg-hi, but 

something . 


f'^en me all the 

- s something- ahn 


■'Varieties of 


®s though he 
^ secret smile 


SiL5 " " d-®n, 

probablj. j 
Russian exiles j 
course. ’ 

cosrado 

Hes friendly enough 
‘-n Pnnces beforefai 


^"ow, I’ve 
‘g remarh- 
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able about them. But this is the most uncanny . . . 


EBIC 


And your father’s so watchful. Always on guard. 


COEEADO 


Holding his breath as though something might hap- 

pen. 

EEic (half to himself) 

As if there were some danger. 


COEKABO 


Father isn’t afraid for himself. He’s a brave man. 


EEIC 

I wish he’d tell us. 

COEEADO 


I wish he would. I’m terribly anxious about him. 


EEIC 


He said, “You can’t run from . . ■” If only he had 

finished that sentence ! ^ , 

{The DUKE descends the stairs looking stramed and 

grave. * 


COEEADO 

Father! 

- DUKE 

Yes? 


COEEADO ■ ■ , , 

Father . . . won’t you take us into your confidence? 
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DUKE 

About whatj Corrado ? 

tOERADO 

. . This Prince. Won’^t jou tell us what’s worrying you? 

. . "* . 

DUKE ■ . . 

^ There’s iiotliing to w^orry about, old boy. 

CORRADO 

But there is. We’re not blind, you know. 

ERIC 

We’d like to stand by you, sir, if there is any reason. 

DUKE 

That’s very good of you, Fenton. But there is nothing 
to be done. Oh, Corrado — {Hesitatingly.) Please be 
extremely careful this evening. 

CORRADO 

How? 

.DUKE 

Don’t let any one see that you’re worried. Be . * . 
be particularly friendly with the Prince. It’s his last 
evening, and I want it to be pleasant. (Enter princess 
from garden. She comes to them quickly,} Ah, Marie, 
you’x'el.ate. Is Graria with you? 

'['ERIC' 

PRINCESS : 

No. She may come later. • * if . . .. 
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DUKE (quickly) 

Oh . . . she mustn’t miss this evening, on any ac- 
count ! 

PEiNCESS (looking at him closely) 

Why? 

DUKE 

It would be , . • 

PEINCESS 

Lambert • . . (Fause.) What is all this mystery 
about? 

DUKE 

Mystery ? 

PEINCESS 

Yes. You all seemed concerned about something. Who 
is this man ? 

DUKE (slowly) 

Prince Sirki. . . « 

PEINCESS 

I feel that you are concealing something, 

DUKE 

Please, .Marie. 

P,EIKC.ESS 

And Grazia has been very strange these past three 
days. . . , Restless . . . and almost exalted. I think 
she is attracted to this man. And if there is any rea- 
son why she should not be . . , 
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CO'ERABO , (desperately) 

They’re all fascinated ! 

DUKE 

No * . . No, they couldn’t be * • • 

PEINCESS 

Why? 

DUKE 

I mean . . . nothing could come of it. He wouldn’t 
encourage them. And Marie, it’s his last evening. He 
goes at midnight. 

COEBADO 

Why at midnight ? 

DUKE (off guard) 

That’s his natural . . , That is . . . it’s a whim of 
his, just a whim, nothing more. 


PEINCESS 

I wish you might be frank with me. As it is I think 
I must forbid Grazia to come. 

DUKE (sharply) 

Don’t do that i 

COEEABO 

Do keep her at home, Princess. 

DTJKB (desperately) 

You mustn’t ! It might be . . . (He pauses^ then 
speaks earnestly,) MB.Tm • . • I love Grazia, almost 
as much as you do. If any harm threatens her I shall 
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know. What I am doing is for the best . . , for all of 
tis. Please believe that I would give my life for Grazia. 

COEEABO 

We all would. 

TEINCESS 

Then there is no reason why she should not come? 
DUKE 

None. 

PEjNCEss (after a pause) ' 

Very well. I must take your wordj of course. 

COBEAJDO 

I’ll take care of her, Princess. 

PEiNCEss (gims coehado wrap) 

Thank you, dear ; and will you telephone for her to 
come ? 

[baeon enters looking very young and doggy, 

cobeado 

Yes, of course. 

COEEADO* 

BAEON 

Beautiful creature! I’ve been looking for you! 

FBIMCESS 

My dear Baron, how you startled me. I thought I was 
seeing the beau of twenty years earlier. 

BARON (pleased) 

And so you are. So you are, my dear. 
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DUKE 

He^s been the youngest member of the party, for three 
days. He appears to enjoy the Prince’s visit. 

BAEON 

A delightful fellow. A statesman of immense vision. 

^DUKE 

The Princess has a feeling that he might be a danger- 
ous man. 

BAEON 

Dangerous, fiddlesticks ! Safest and soundest . man 
I’ve ever met, except that he’s a bit too much of an 
internationalist for my taste. 

DUKE 

Yes ! — ^^vell, I hope you will persuade her, Baron. 

[ exits. 

BARON (heaming) 

Ah, beautiful creature! 

PRINCESS 

But, Baron, what has happened to you? 

BARON 

Ha ... a discovery I’ve made. . . . Three nights 
ago I suddenly thought, why get old? Why give in to 
it? That’s what I thought. And from that moment I 
felt younger. I’ve dropped twenty years in no time. 

PRINCESS 

How delightful ! Do you think it would work with me, 
if' I. tried? 
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BAEOK” 

Of course it would, only yon don’t need it. Never saw 
you looking so beautiful. When I was old I didn’t 
notice it. Too tired, I suppose. But you, my dear, don’t 
need any prescriptions. You’re the finished product. 

TEiNCESS {smiling) 

Finished? 

BAEON {kissing her hand gallantly) 

Complete. The perfect rose. 

PRINCESS 

How charming. I really believe I’m blushing. 

BARON {delighted) 

Ha . . . That proves it. I can still bring a blush to 
a woman’s cheek. Marvelous , . . And I didn’t use 
any restoratives or Voronoff’s pills, either. Just put 
my mind on it. {He becomes the beau again.) Do 
you know, Marie, you’re a very beautiful woman. It’s 
growing on me. I wish I could see you every day, for 
the rest of my life, 

PRINCESS {ammed) 

My dear Baron, are you, by any chance, proposing to 
me? 

BAEON {immensely pleased) 

By Jove, ... I believe I am. But it mustn’t be done 
before an audience. I must find an intimate corner. 
The Conservatory. 
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PEmcESS .(rising) 

That’s where jon proposed before, you know. 

BARON 

So I did ... so I did. (They begin to malic ojf,) 
Ha . . . gorgeous woman . . . music in the dis- 
tance! Now I’m living again. 

PRINCESS 

You’re quite safe, you know. I shan’t accept you. 
[aeda enters and stands looking np toward stairs. 

Bx\RON' 

Ha ... We’ll see about that. I’m irresistible tonight. 
Simply irresistible, (eric enters. As the baron passes 
AiaDA he kisses her hand,) Marvelous woman. (This to 
ALDA.) Ravishing creature! 

[This to PRINCESS. He gives her his arm and they go 
out, 

ERIC (entering) 

The old boy’s in astonishing form. I can’t understand 
it. I’m a mass of nerves. 

^ ALDA 

So am I. 

ERIC (after a pause) 

Have you been able to sleep at all.? 

ALDA . ’ 

No. Have you? 

ERIC ■ 

I’ve dozed a little, and then started up as though a 
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shell had fallen on the dng-out. Curious, but I’ve been 
living the war all over again. 

ALDA' 

I daren’t let go of consciousness at all. . . . Eric, 
who is this man? What is he . . . that he should 
draw . . . and frighten us so? 

EEic {with a groan) 

God ... I wish I knew. 

Aijy A. {tense amd almost mystical) 

When I’m talking with him ... I have a sense of 
something ... limitless ... as though there w^ere 
a shadow behind him which reaches . . . into eter- 
nity. . . . And when he’s not in the room, I feel the 
shadow still present . . . drawn close about me. . . „ 

ERIC (tersely) 

Yes , . . stifling . . . 

ALDA {teitli a sliaJcy laugh) 

I feel him always at my shoulder. . . . Tonight I 
couldn’t bear to look in the mirror. I was afraid I 
might see him behind me . . . with that extraordi- 
nary face.' 

EEIC 

Damn him ! 

ALDA 

And when he speaks to me ... I see . 

ERIC (desperately) 

Alda . . . are you in love with this man? 
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|l 

; 

ALBA I 

Noj not in love . . . fascinated , . . completely . , . t 

ERIC 

For God^s sake, can’t you pull up? Don’t think I’m !'■; 

being a cad. I’m not thinking of myself. i 

ALBA f. 

It’s hopeless, Eric. 

Eiiic {mtenselp) 

Alda, don’t let 3^ourself go ! I tell you, there’s some- 
thing iiiliuman, and cruel about that fellow. He ’ 
niiglit ... 

ALDA 

I know. And yet I’m caught, like a bird by some great 
snake’s eyes. It’s no use to struggle. I’m being drawn 
nearer . . . and nearer . . . 

ERIC (zmth resignation) 

And I have to stand, and watch that sti’uggle ! 

[alda rises, restlessly. She stands looking at the Lamp 
of Illmion. 

alba 

I wonder what that lamp has to do with the mystery. 

He said that it holds his secret. He laughed so ! 

strangely when he said it. 

1 

ERIC 

That’s only an old lamp that he gave the Duke* An 
heirloom of some sort. But why is it lighted during 
the day? I’ve just remembered that it is. 
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ALDA 

I asked Mm that. And he smiled again, and said, “A 
bit of decoration to give conleur de rose to my adven- 
ture.’^' 

EEIC' , „ 

It’s all damned queer. 

lEnter ehoda cautiously. She holes like a tired, be- 
mlMered child. Her attempt to speak casually is only 
pitiful. 

EHOBA 

Eric, I wish you wouldn’t leave me alone. 

EEIC 

Why? 

EHODA 

I keep thinking Fll .meet Mm on the stairs, or in the 
hall. I don’t w’-ant to meet him,' and yet I hope he will 
be there. I don’t want him to speak to me, and yet 
when he does I wish his voice would never stop. 

EEIC 

You, too! 

EHODA 

Yes. 

EEIC 

My God! 

IHe makes a gesture of hopelessness and exits. 

EHODA 

It’s like a symphony by some mad Russian . . . lull 
of . * . indescribable things , , . 
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AW A {going to her) 

You’re looking lovely tonight, dear. {Mo^ng toward 
stairway.) But oughtn’t you be wearing pearls with 
that dress ? 

EHODA (helplessly) 

Oh ... I forgot. ... I can’t seem to remember 
anything. (Pursuing her own thought.) Do you know, 
I’ve j ust remembered where I’ve seen Prince Sirki be- 
fore. Not the Prince, of course, but a face like his. It 
was in a dream I had in a hospital. ... I was sup- 
posed to be dying. 

ALDA 

Stop it Rhoda, you’re getting morbid. 

BHODA (pitifully) 

I’ve felt like praying all day. Why should I, just be- 
cause a Prince is visiting.? (Suddenly.) Alda! (In a 
strange voice.) Look, those are the same roses that 
were in the bowl the day the Prince came. I remember 
that odd one. . . . 

ALDA 

But . . . 

EHODA 

They haven’t withered at all ! 

ALDA 

But it’s only three days. 

EHODA (in the same strange tone) 

And one of the gardeners said, this morning, that 
things were growing as he never saw them. He said that 
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not a leaf Lad fallen. . . . (Slis points fearfully 
toward the rear window,) Alda . . . the vines . . . 
are trying to burst their way into the house! . . . 
What does it mean? 

ALDA {strangely) 

I don^t know. . . . Life^ Rhoda . . . 

[ehoda starts away from her, with a stifled scream, 

KHODA 

Oh . . . he’s coming! I can feel it! 

begins to run blindly toward the door, 

AM a {sharply) 

Rhoda . . . stop! 

[ehoda ptdls tip just as the shadow appears in the 
doorway. He moves with cm air of magnificence, 
ALDA goes toward the stairs. As she meets the 
DEiNCE she hows, 

ALDA 

Your Highness. 

f^She goes upstairs, ehoda, in a panic, starts to foh 
■ low, ■■ 

SHADOW {as EHODA rushcs toward him) 

Going, Miss Fenton? Or were you running into my 
arms ? 

EHODA {with difficulty) 

Forgive me, Your Highness. . « . There was some- 
thing I had f orgotten. ... 
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.SHADOW 

Ah, then it wasn’t just a pretty compliment. I’m 
sorry. 

EHODA 

I have just remembered that I left my pearls lying on 
a table. I was afraid some servant might be tempted. 

SHADOW 

Tempted? 

ALBA 

They’re rather valuable. 

SHADOW 

. Of course. I forgot, for a moment. In my country 
pearls haven’t the same value. But tell me, Miss Fen- 
ton, why is the absence of a few pearls so important? 

EHODA {deeply) 

I wish to look my best for Your Highness. I’ll get them. 
l^She starts away, suddenly. 

SHADOW 

Miss Fenton. {She pauses and turns,) I am not much 
interested in ornaments. Unless, of course, you want 
. to leave me. Do you? 

EHODA {hesitantly) 

I * ' . . I wish I might . . . never ... 

SHADOW {going to her) 

That is so nice. I have had great pleasure in watching 
you' these three days. You are so young, and graceful, 
"'.■and strong. 
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RHOBA 

, Ohl 

SHADOW (continuing) 

And you move as freety as an unhurrying wind. It is 
a delight to watch. And there is something about you 
of the freshness of the morning star. 

RHODA 

Oh, Your Highness • . . 

SHADOW (smiling) 

You know, it is peculiarly refreshing to me to be near 
some one who is so very fit. 

BHODA 

Why? 

SHADOW 

Well, the oddness in that is a little obscure. But, be- 
lieve me, it is there. 

RHODA 

Your Highness so often speaks in riddles. 

SHADOW 

Yes. A game I play for my amusement. You see, I 
have known so much of illness that I take a singular 
interest in ail young and budding life ... in vigor, 
in bloom. It quite stirs me. (He stands as though lis- 
tening to his sensations S) Yes, it undoubtedly stirs me. 

RHODA (breathlessly^ after a pause) 

Oh, please don’t stop ! 
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SHADOW 

' In wliat kej shall I go on? 

BHODA 

Say anything ! 

SHADOW 

Very well. Miss Fenton, what is love? 

BHODA (startled) 

Love ? 

SHADOW 

Yes, love. The thing of which you are thinking so 
earnestly, just now. 

BHODA (hesitant) 

Why . . , 

SHADOW 

Tell me. Don’t be afraid. What does it mean to you? 

BHODA 

Why . . . to find some . . . some splendid man, who 
loves you, too. ... 

SHADOW (smiling) 

Like myself , perhaps ? 

BHODA. 

Yes. And . . . and to live with him - . , the rest of 
your. life. 

SHADOW 

Thank you. You have done bravely. (The shadow 'is 
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speaking mth a groming intensity,) But ... if the 
rest of one’s life were only a few days . . . or a few 
hours . . . would that be enough to justify . . . 
love? 

mHOBA {frightened) 

You mean ... if one of them should . . . 

SHADOW {continuing) 

And if, after those few hours, they should go a great 
way oif y where they should live like two beams of light 
. • . with the swiftness and clarity of light. Would 
that be enough? 

KHODA {frightened) 

Your Highness . . - I don’t understand 1 
SHADOW {intensely) 

Suppose . . . when their bodies had clung together 
for an hour that they must live, for the rest of time, 
like two thoughts, communing together in pure silence. 
Would you choose such love? Have you enough cour- 
age? 

{ffe is looking into her eyes with burning directness, 
EEODA draws hack with a smothered cry. He stops 
her with a laugh, then takes her hand,) 

No, I must not frighten you. I have your answer. 

EHODA 

What have I said? 

SHADOW 

A great deal. You see, my dear, yours is only a vague 
calling of the blood, the effect of exercise and open 
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air. , . . Very beautiful, no doubt, and prophetic of 
a healthy human race, but . • * 

EHOBA (brokenly) 

Oh, Your Highness • . . I have disappointed you! 

SHADOW 

It is my fault. I asked too much. (He bows in dismis- 
sal.) I hope you find your pearls quite safe. Miss 
Fenton. (She starts away.) And . . . when next we 
meet do not be afraid. Those who know me best have 
found that there is nothing to fear. 

esoits. He turns to the fireplacSy thinking deeply. 
After a moment alda comes down the stairs. She hesi- 
tates, then speaks. 

ALDA 

Your Highness. 

[/Jr turns quickly, and goes to her. 

SHADOW 

Oh, there you are. Fm so glad you’ve come. Miss 
Fenton was afraid, but you are not. Will you tell me 
wtiy? 

ALDA 

Oh, but I am. 

sits on the dimn. 

SHADOW ■ 

You conceal it bravely. 

ALDA 

Perhaps my interest is greater than my fear. / 
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■SHADOW 

Why are you . . - interested? 

\He goes close amd stands looking down at her, with 
brilliant competting eyes, alda finds it difficult to 

sfeak. 


ADDA {slowly^ as though for away) 

Because you are the most fascinating . . . the most 
compelling . . • the most royal man. ... And lam 

a woman. ^7 « 

{The SHADOW considers her a moment, then turns 

swiftly and touches a button which dims the lights. He 
goes quickly and sits beside her. 


SHADOW (intensely) 

Yes ... a beautiful woman. And between this man 
and this woman life is passing. 

ALDA (bravely) 

Yes. - . . Life that is immense . . . and terrible 
. . . drawing me , . . 

SHADOW 

You are an interesting woman, Alda. 

ALDA (faintly) 

Ami? 

SHADOW 

Shall I tell you what you are? 

■■■'■ALDA 

Yes. 
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SHADOW 

You have lost many illusions, but you cling to one, 
hoping it is not an illusion. Do you know what it is? 

ALDA 

Yes. 

SHADOW 

You have sought experience, but none has satisjSed 
you, yet. You long for something wild . . , over- 
powering, to sweep you beyond thought. 

ALDA (faintly) 

Yes. 

SHADOW 

Shall I read you further? You are an open book to me. 

ALDA 

Yes. 

SHADOW 

I have been listening to the sound of you. On the 
surface there are many little sounds, graceful and 
charming. And beneath, one simple and primitive 
sound. I am hearing it now. (He is emrtmg all Ms 
Shall I go on.^ 

alba; (closing her eyes) 

■'Yes.^; 

shadow 

You do not know who I am, and my mystery attracts 
you, and stirs your desire. I can see it now, throbbing 
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in your blood. ... I can see it rising like a sob in 
your throat. ‘ ; ' 

[alda puts one hand quicMp to her throat. She is now 
a bird caught by a snahe^s eyes. 

ALDA 

Oh. . . . 

SHADOW {with sinister intensity) 

The unknown is drawing you. I wonder ... if I were 
to tell you who I am ... 

ALDA (faintly) 

Who . . . are you? 

SHADOW 

Ah, could you bear that, you, a mortal? 

ALDA {shrinking) 

A mortal ? 

SHADOW 

I wonder if your passion is great enough. You desire 
me now. You are quivering at the thought of my touch. 
I can feel you calling to me. If I were to kiss you. 
{He hisses her.) Ah . . . now you are caught up into 
the dark current of my being. Shall I call you back, 
or will you go on . . . and on? 

ALDA {half swooning) 

Chi . . * 

m Ar>o^Y (triumphantly) 

Ah . . . then I can feed your desire! 

ALDA 

Yes. . .. 
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SHADOW 

You do desire 

ALDA 

Yes. 

SHADOW 

How much? 

ALDA 

More than life itself. 

SHADOW 

I wonder ... You are not afraid? 

ALDA 

No. 

SHADOW 

Let me see. {He Ufts her fcLceJ) Look into my eyes! 
Look deep ! What do you see there ^ 

ALDA {feariully) 

Shadows ! 

SHADOW 

Look into that shadow. Let your thought go to its 
wildest reach ... I will you to know who I am. 

ALDA (in sharp fear) 

, No ... no ! 

SHADOW (mtemelp) 

You, who were not afraid! . . . You desired me as a 
; mortal, say my immortal name and see if you desire 
■ •me "still! 
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I . . . can’t! 

SHADOW' 

Say it!' ^ ■ ' ' ; 

ALDA 

Oh * . . pity me! 

SHADOW 

Say it! 

ALDA 

""4 

You are . . . Oh . • . 

[She screams and falls in a half faint on the sofa. He 
laughs in sardonic bitterness, 

SHADOW {rising after a 'pause) 

Ah ... it wasn’t love with you, only passion. You 
were flaming, but at the sound of my name lust grew 
cold, and that is not the measure of love. You’re not 
great enough for me, Alda. I am looking for a response 
you could never give. I am searching for some one who 
knows, and is not afraid. 

ALDA 

Oh . . . oh . . . 

SHADOW {after a pause^ in a changed tone) 

Forgive me, I had to do this. There was something I 
wanted to know, and.you have told me. {He takes a 
few restless steps, alda watches him fearfidly. He 
speaks half to her and half to himself ^ with a deep in- 
tensity,) I wanted to know and feel so much! And I 
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have * • . a lifetime, many lifetimes, in three days. 
Because I was so avid of life my senses have drained it, 
(JHe tahes a rose from the howl,) Even this flower. 

, . . No one will ever know its fragrance as I have. 
None could know . * . but Death, (alda rises and 
rushes fearfully from the room. He is so absorbed 
that he doesnH But there is another flower 

. , . more fragrant than this . . . which I haven^t 
plucked. Fve been afraid! . . , But I m^i^t pluck 
it! Until then I haven’t lived. And I will not end 
these days in failure! 

IHe stands before the fireplace, his head on his hands. 
GiSLAZiA dressed in white, looking lonely and buoyant, 
enters from the garden. 

GEAZIA (after a moment) 

Well ... here we are! 

turns quickly and goes to her., 

SHADOW 

Yes . . . here we are. 

GiiAZiA (happily) 

Your very Serene Highness. 

\_She makes a curtsey. 

SHADOW* 

Oh, please ! Titles are too formal for you and me. 
GRAZiA (simply) 

How shall I call you, then? 

SHADOW 

Well, my name is Vasili Stephan Nicholas Sirki Alex- 
ander Alexandrovitch. 
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GBAZiA (smiling) 

But I couldn’t call you that. 

SHADOW 

I have one name which no one has ever used * « • 
Boris. 

GBAZIA 

But I shouldn’t dare. 

SHADOW 

Not if I asked it? Try. 

GBAZIA (mrg low) 

Boris, 

[The SHADOW laughs happily, 

SHADOW 

There, you see, it was quite simple. And it has a de- 
lightful sound. 

(He seats her in a chair near the table and leans 
above her. His voice is throbbing with tenderness,) 
The very serene and lovely Princess of all delight ! 

GBAZIA 

I like to be called Grazia . . . by my friends. 

SHADOW 

And Fm included 1 How charming of you * . . Grazia, 
then. 

GBAZIA (in a strange tone) 

You make it sound like music. 

BHADGW ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ 

It is like music. ... It has overtones that go sing- 
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ing on and on. . . . But they are not sad. They’re 
full of grace and light. : 

GRAMA (rmde-e^ed) 

Oh . . , when you speat like that . • . I hear music, 
too . . . great sweeping chords. ... 

SHADOW^ ( kneeling by her) 

I could say so much more. . . . 

GEAZIA 

Your Highness is being very kind tonight. 

[The SHADOW starts and Ms face contracts with pain. 
There is a brief pause. 

SHADOW 

I wonder if I am being . . . kind. 

GEAZIA 

Perhaps I should have said . . , gracious. 

SHADOW^ (recovering his light tone) 

No . . . not gracious, either. I have discovered that 
even the mightiest must sue for certain . . . favors. 

GEAZIA (with a pleased laugh) 

I should think Your Highness would never need to 
sue.' 

"SHADOW (deeply) 

On the contrary. I am feeling strangely humble, for 
the first time in my life. 

■ [The DFKB enters with the majoe whiteed and pauses 
to switch on the lights. 
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GEAZIA 

And I am feeling strangely thrilled , . . and proud. 
'.-mUKE . 

Grazia, your mother is asking for you. 

[The duke’s face is strained and his tone is gram, 

SHADOW {evenly) 

We have just been exchanging compliments, the little 
Princess and I, It is a very pretty custom of your 
society. 

DUKE 

Pm sure Your Highness is accomplished. 

GRAZiA {going to the j>vk^) 

Oh, he is. And he makes his pretty speeches sound 
so . . . significant. 

DUKE 

I don’t wonder. You’re looking lovely tonight, dear. 
I’m sorry you have to leave us, but your mother is 
asking for you. 

GKAZXA 

I ouglit not to have left her. ... Will you forgive 
me? 

[She curtseys and exits. The three men stand watch- 
ing her, 

[major whitred is a lean^ tanned distinguished soldier 
about forty. He wears the dress uniform of the For- 
eign Legion, his breast covered mth medals. 
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duke 

^ 

gn Legion. His Highness, Prince Sirki. 

major {eagerly^ 

I ve been awfully anxious to meet you, sir. 

SHADOW {drily'^ 

So IVe noticed. 
major 
Oh ... p 

SHADOW {going to him) 

m?s‘e«”l ““j"' ■«'' “"'3' 

major 

I assure you sir, it’s not my fault that we haven’t. 
SHADOW 

“<1 * 

major 

flmiWwrh^^^’ other. I’m 

amiliai with your region and your name. 

SHADOW {smiling) 

Ah, indeed you are a traveler! 

majob , 

1 es, Siberia, isn’t it.? I was out there with the White 
Russian Army, just on the border, of course. 
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SHADOW 

On the border. Yes, that would explain your return. 

DUKE {enjoying this. He starts away) 

I think you’ll find the Major a man after your own 
heart, Your Highness. Like yourself, his job has 
taken him to all parts of the world. 

[Exit the DUKE. 

SHADOW 

I’ve known a good many legionaires, but usually on the 
field. 

MAJOK 

Quite so, sir. We generally stay there. 

SHADOW 

That, also, has not escaped my notice. 

MAJOR {laughing) 

We’re a mad lot, I’m afraid. It’s a wonder I’m still 
here. Been nodding good morning to Death for a 
long while, now. I’ve stood uncomfortably close to 
him, several times. 

SHADOW {smiling) 

Why do you say ^^uncomfortably close” when you have 
so often sought a closer acquaintance.^ 

MAJOR {with a laugh) 

Well, hardly that. I suppose it’s the danger that’s at- 
tractive. I don’t mean to say one’s never afraid. Per- 
sonally I’m often petrified. Of course, most of the 
legionaires are trying to say goodbye. They’ve got 
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mto trouble, or a woman’s gone back on them. They’ve 
eased things up, somehow. But no matter how glad 
we d be to get out, we always feel a bit chilly when the 
'Jld Man comes to fetch us, don’t we.? 

SHADOW {haughtily) 

Sit down, Mnjor. 

( S 2 !'.) 1 ou do not know how funny, that is. Tell 

e . what do your friends in the legion expect to 
find when they say goodbye.? ^ 

majoe 

i ' ’4. earth, I should think . . , and 

a good rest. And no more parades. 

SHADOW 

Is that all.? 

Major 

Well, of course they’ll be safe from the women. 

SHADOW 

f ’ * -li.' ^ Appears, then, that love makes 

a man either wish to live or to die. 

MAJOR 

about it. As tor what comes after, fielitinw 

tenes like that alone, don’t you think.? ^ 

SHADOW 

And T? “>»”■. Fff is the proof of that. 

gion bmlds fantastic pictures to still that 
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fear and to make life seem less hard. But has it never 
occurred to you. Major, that death may be only more 
simple than life, and perhaps more desirable? 

{after a pause) 

Odd, you should say that. You know, sometimes, when 
Fve been in a tight place, Fve had a curious sort of 
inspiration. It may have been just the excitement, of 
course, the intoxication of danger. 

SHADOW 

Perhaps it was revelation. 

MAJon (slowly) 

Yes. And once I had a curious dream when I was 
wounded. I was standing alone, at the top of the 
world, on an icy peak, and all the mysteries seemed 
clear to me. I knew all truth for a moment, and was 
utterly content. Since then 1 have felt that death may 
be a high adventure, a magnificent discovery ... a 
glorious freedom. 

l^He is rather embarrassed at saying this» 

SHADOW 

Permit me to say, you are a very fortunate man. 
MAJOR 

I suppose it’s the unknown that bothers us .* . . and 
the parting. Personally, there isn’t any one who cares 
very much where or when I go. But usually there 
is. . . . 

SHADOW (after a pame^ struck by some thought) 

The parting! Yes . . . when some one must be left 
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behind. (He rises ^ bores formallyyindwating that the 
audtenee is over,) Thank you, Major,,'this has been 
yerj interesting. We .shall meet again, of course. ' 

Mil JOE ■ 

Happy to. meet you any time. . 

The duke -enters, ' 

DUKE ’ 

Your Highness. She is a lovely child. I hope that one 
day she and Corrado ..... 

SHADOW (with a stern gesture) 

'What is the program for tonight, my dear Duke. 

DUKE 

. As you see, I have invited such guests as I thought 
might interest you. Later there will be a little enter- 
tamment. If* Your Highness has any wish ... I 
should like you to be pleased. 

SHADOW (restless and distrait) 

You are very kind. I’m afraid it has all been a strain. 

'DUKE^ 

Oh, please ... 

SHADOW 

: It has, I know . and now . . . (Abmptlg.) .TeU 
me ... do any of your guests know.'* 

DUKE 

None, Your Highness. 

SHADOW (almost harshly) 

Good. I wish that reserve kept, without fail. 
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DUKE 

I understand. 


SHADOW 

No, forgive me, but you do not. I have been experi- 
menting and I find that no mortal could bear the 
knowledge ... no mortal woman . . . 

DUKE {startled) 

Is there anything ... I can . . . do? 

SHADOW 

No, except not to interfere. 

DUKE {with di’fjicuLty) 

Forgive me, but I do not understand. . . . 

SHADOW 

Naturally. And when you do . . . {He laughs with a 
suddenly, almost insane intensity.) You asked me once 
if this were a masquerade. It was at first. I was play- 
ing a game for my amusement. I thought I was free to 
choose this or that pleasure. . . . But now I am 
caught, and being carried blindly toward . . . 

DUKE {bravely) 

Toward what ... Your Highness? 

SHADOW 

Toward something I had not foreseen. . . . Toward 
that which gives life its meaning, and its gran- 
deur . . . Toward that which makes men build and 
hope . . • Toward • . . 


{ 
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DUKE (dreading to hear the word) 

Yes? 

SHADOW 

Love. 

DUKE (terrified) ^ 

Love? 

SHADOW (mth sudden^ sardonic laugh) 

That’s strange to jon, is it not? But it’s infinitely 
stranger to me. ... I, who am called the destroyer 
of life, now wish to love and cherish life ... to hold 
it tenderly . . . and passionately. 

DUKE 

But ... do you love ... a mortal? 

SHADOW (ironically) 

I said . . . passionately. . . . Does that indicate a 
bloodless ghost? 

DUKE 

But . . . Your Highness . . , what will happen 
when you ... 

SHADOW ' 

You think perhaps I am being cruel . . ♦ 

DUKE 

This is . . . horrible ... 

SHADOW (intensely restless) 

Perhaps I am being cruel. . I don’t know. . 
But isn’t that proof of my mortality? . . . Does 


iltTer if thT^nd is one day or to 

duke (in ngonyY 

But it is fatal to love you ! 

"Zl joa *»“ ^ 

empty hands ? 
duke 

Are you sure? 

SHADOW (austerely) _ friend. 

\zTJs::::L-^^z°»zzvu,.sZa.. 

J ,h.t my caprice ha* brought me to. I came 
to eip and taste your pleased f | 

r“Si:rrrtSpe« 

no, I am caoght and bound, .mtil this borrow^ Wo^ 

of mine is aching with an idoler.ble pa.m 

again.) I, who was invincible, have found a strong 
thingthani! 

DUKE 

Will you teU me . . • who? 

SHADOW' (suddetdy) , , . , i t 

No I will not tell you. But understand this, clear y. 
will’ not he thwarted. I should not wish to repay your 


ACT ' ii] DEATH ' TAKES A HOLIDAY 


113 


kindness with disaster, but, I warn you, no one must 
, .binder me. Is that clear? 

niJKE {swallowing hard) 

Yes. . , 

SHABOW 

Thank you. 

l_He boz&s coldly and starts toward the garden^ Enter 
BAEON and COEEADO. The baeon tries to interrupt the 
shadow’s progress, 

BAEON 

Oh, my dear Prince. (He assumes a statesman like 
air,) IVe been hoping to find you to continue our 
conversation on international relationships . . . 

SHADOW (he checks the baeon with a motion of his 
handy then lifts it as though he were giving a 
toast) 

My dear Baron, I give you beauty and love and 
ecstasy, 

[He exits into the garden^ 

BAEON 

What’s the matter with the Prince? 

[The DUKE comes suddenly to life. He hurries over to 
the BAEON and coeeado, 

DUKE (to the BAEON in sharp fear) 

Where is Alda? 

BAEON 

Couldn’t tell you. , .. . ■ About soiU'^where. B# Lam- 
bert, ..the Prince •. . 
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DUKE (iO COEEADO) 

Where’s Grazia? 

COEEABO 

With her mother. Why, what’s wrong, Father? 

BIJKE (jwitJl d^spCTd/thOTl^ 

Everything! Something terrible! 

babok 

I thought the Prince didn’t seem himself. 

COEEABO 

I saw Alda going Upstairs, looking ill. 

baeon {sharply) 

Dl? , 

DUKE 

Oh God, if it should be Grazia ! 

COBEABA 

Father, what is it ? 

BAEON 

I must go and see about Alda. 

buke 

Wait! 

COEEABO {mldly) 

Don’t keep me in suspense. 

bxfke {breathing heamly) 

His Highness . . . has just told me • . . Oh, it’s 
too incredible ... too monstrous ! 
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COEBABO (catching Ms arm) 

Tell me . . . quicklj ! 

BUKE 

He loves . . , a guest • . . in this house! 

BAEON 

Ah, that’s what he meant ! 

DUKE (mldlg) 

But you don’t know what that means * . . you oan’t, 
because you don’t know who he is. But I know. 

COEEABO 

Isn’t he Prince Sirki? 

BxVRON 

He can’t have Alda. I won’t allow it. 

COEEABO 

Father, it iKsn’t Grazia ! 

DUKE 

I don’t know who it is. He wouldn’t tell me. But he’s 
mad with it. And he said . . . that if any one tried 
to stop him ... 

COEEABO 

By God, I will, if it’s Grazia. 

,, PUKE 

You don’t undei'stand! You can’t! There’s nothing to 
be done ! 

' COEEAPO 

Yes, there is. We can stay near them, so that he can’t 
see them alone. 
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BUKE 

But we must not offend him. 



COERABO 

I don^t understand. Oh . . . what all this mystery ? 
Father what can he do? 

DUKE (fl^pTOse) 

Oh God . . . anything. . , . But he promised he 
wouldn’t harm the one he loved. He said we should all 
be safcj if we didn’t interfere. 



BAEON 

But I can’t believe he could do us any harm. 


DUKE 

He can. He can destroy us all. 

COEEABO 

Father, can’t you explain? 

BXIKE 

No, I can’t . , . but, go and stay near Alda. . . . 
And Grazia , . . Stay close to them. Don’t let them 
out of your sight. It’s all we can do. 

^He eadts slowly, 

BAEON {leaving) 

The world’s gone mad, it seems to me, quite mad. 
[coEEABo stands mhcertainLy. After a moment oeazia 
comes slowly from the garden, walking as though in a 
dream, Ewlt the baron. 

COEEABO {relieved) 

Oh, Grazia . , . Fm so glad to find you ! 
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geazia 

why, 

[gbazia speahs as though from a great distance. Her 
voice is gentle, hut as impersonal as pure sound. 

coBBADO (with di'fflculty'^ 

Aren’t you going in for the entertainment? 

GBAZIA 

No, not now. 

COBBADO (hesitantly) 

Will you ... do me a great favor? 

gkazia 

Of course. 

COBBADO 

May I stay very close to you this evening? 

gbazia 

Why? 

COBBADO (with diffictdty) 

IBecause ... I love you . . . and I ni afraid 1 
gbazia ' 

But there’s nothing to be afraid of. 

connAm (desperately) 

Oh . . . why are you so strange? 

gbazia 

I seem to be waiting for something. 

COBBADO 

Let me stay with you. 
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GEAZIA 

It^s not you Fm waiting for, Corrado. 

COEEADO {desperately) 

Oh, Grazia . . . you’re so far away! Please come 
back to me ! I’m in terror for you. Grazia, there’s some 
awful danger . . * Father said * » . 

OEAZIA 

Oh no . . . not danger . * • happiness. . . . Some- 
thing I have been waiting for — so long. 

COEEADO 

Oh God! 

GEAziA {gently) 

Please don’^t be unhappy, Corrado. I love you, in some 
way I can’t make clear. If I didn’t feel so far away I 
should be in your arms, crying, and holding you close 
to me. I want to do that, but I think I never shall. 
shivers, coeeado is in terror, 

COEEADO 

Grazia. . . . You’re trembling! 

GEAZIA 

I’m only a little cold. Will you get my cloak from the 
hall? 

COEEADO 

I don’t want to leave you. Won’t you come with me? 

GEAZIA 

No, I must wait here, (coeeado tmns reluctantly 
bnt is recalled,) Corrado. . , . 
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[geazia takes a step, and putting her arms around Ms 
neck, kisses Mm, He clings to her trembling. 

COKEADO 

Oh Grazia ... I love you so 1 

lAfter a moment geazia kisses him on the forehead 

and withdraws, 

GEAZIA {gently) 

Now go . . . dear. 

[coEEADo turns and rushes from the room, geazia 
looks after him for a moment, then slowly mounts the 
steps, and sits on the beitch. Presently the shadow 
approaches, slowly, from the garden. He stands 
looking down at her, 

SHADOW 

Why are you not with the guests? 

[In a limpid, happy tone, 

GEAZIA 

For the same reason that you’re not, I think. 

SHADOW 

You say that so simply, as though you knew. 

GEAZIA 

I do know. 

SHADOW, 

It’s strange . . . We hardly need to speak, do we? 

GEAZIA 

Thoughts are so much clearer than words. 
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SHABOW 

Then perhaps you can tell me what IVe been doing in 
the garden? 

GIlA2;iA 

I think I can . . o almost. 

SHxlBOW 

Tell me. I want to hear it from your lips. 

[grazia speaks slowly with a curious clarify a7id sim- 
plicity of mice. 

GEAZIA 

I think you have been holding life in your hands, as I 
do sometimes ... I think you have been a little 
afraid of its beauty. 

SHADOW (trembling) 

Ah, you do know! You wonderful, exquisite child! 
(He kneels and takes her hand, grazia seems hardly 
breathing as she looks up into his face,) 

I have been walking in a garden that was full of you, 
and under a sky that sang of you . . . Your laugh- 
ter was in a wind that went by and touched my hair 
... I knelt by a yellow flower, and out of its heart 
came a sound that was your voice ... I put my ear 
to the ground, and heard your footsteps moving 
toward me, across the world. And the earth was trem- 
bling under your little feet ... I stood looking at 
the sky, and the night was illumined by the knowledge 
of you . . . And I was shaken, 

GRAZIA (as though from a distance') 

And ever since I saw you, I have been shaken. , , , 
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Ohy what is this that has happened? Who . . . are 
you? 

SHADOW (trembling) 

Sirki . . • 

GEAZiA (shaking her head) 

I don’t mean that. . . . You seem to come from a dis- 
tant place — 

SHADOW 

I do come from far away . . . but ... 

GEAZIA 

When I’m with you I see depths in your eyes that are 
like the worlds I visit in sleep. . . . And beneath your 
words.., there is a sound that I’ve heard in dreams, and 
some1;imes when there is a storm in the mountains, 

. . . And when you leave me the light goes from the 
sky. (She gives a little shaken laugh.) You seem like 
the mystery that is just beyond sight and sound . . . 
always just beyond my reach. . . . Something that 
draws . . . and frightens me. 

[The SHADOW puts his arms about her. His voice is 
shaken with emotion. 

SHADOW 

Oh Grazia . . , Grazia . . . don’t be afraid of me! 
... I am Sirki who loves you ! . . . More than any 
man could love you! I am Sirki, who needs your 
warmth and your beauty more than any man could 
need them. I say your name over and over, until its 
music runs through all my being. . . . Your hands 
are white jasmine flowers in the sun. (He covers her 
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hands with kisses, geazia is near to 
. . . listen to me. I am a great power, and I am hum 
ble before you. . . . And tonight I must go back to 
my . . • distant kingdom. 

(i%A.ziA.{faraway) 

'^TuZp^t^ner words is startUng. He nses as 
though shocked beyond speech. 

SHADOW 

Take . . , you . . . 
grazia 

Yes. I should be so unhappy, alone. 

SHADOW . 

YOU . . . (With suMen intensity.) No 
. . noi Don’t'tempt me ! (He lifts her and takes her 
in his arms.) But Grazia, give me one hour of you. 
Let me hold you once, and feel your life ! You are the 
meaning of beauty that I must know. 
hold you, and feel that last ecstasy ... and know 

that I have lived ! 

GEAZIA 

Oh, my love, my love 1 

SHADOW 

My little love! , ^ ^ 

rjEf^ kisses hen a long hiss. Then they go off slow y. 
Ids arms about her. Enter the duke right. He sees 
them as they go of. and rushes to the steps, then 
turns in terror, his hands over his face. 
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DUKE {despairing) 

It is . « . Grazia! 

coEEABO with geazia’s cloak* He pames, 

COEEABO 

Father . , . what is it? 

. BBKE {hardly able to speak) 

It is nothing. 

COEEADO 

Where’s Grazia? 

BIJKE 

She . . . she went into the garden. 

COEEA.BO 

I must take her cloak to her. 

[He starts up the stairs, 

BUKE 

You can’t ! 

GOEEADO (strugglmg with Ms fear) 

Can’t . . . why? Is some one with her? 

■ IHe comes down, putting the cloak over a chain 

DUKE 

• Yes, Prince Sirki. 

' COEEABO (in growing terror) 

Then it, is Grazia . . . that he • . * 
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COIIEABO 

Oh Godl Fve felt her slipping away from me. . . . 
She^s fascinated, and he . . . he’s cruel ... I know 
he is. , . . Father, we can’t let him take Grazia. (His- 
voice rises to a shout.) We must save her from him. 

We can do nothing, 
coEEADO (shoutmg) 

Don’t stand there and say that ! We must do some- 
thing ! We can go out there together and take him by 
the throat. 

DUKE 

If we could, should I be standing here.? 

COERADO 

For God’s sake, don’t say that again ! I’m going ! 
\_He starts toward the garden. Enter Stephanie and 

the PRINCESS. 

STEPHANIE 

Lambert . , , what is it? 

COEEADO {wildly) 

Grazia’s gone out into the garden 'with Prince Sirki. 

PRINCESS {falling onto divan) 

Oh Grazia . . . Grazia. 
l^Enter is,m.c and the 

^DUKE 

Grazia is in no danger. 
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'E,EIC 

WhaTs happened, sir? 

BVKmXhe speaks with difficulty, without conviction) 
Grazia . . . and Prince Sirki . . . have gone into 
the garden. . . . There is nothing to be alarmed 

. about. 

coEEADo (after a pame) 

But jou’re alaniied, Father, jou^re terrified. I must 
know whj. 

TEII^CESS 

Lambert, let me go to her ! 

BITKE 

No' . . . no . , . w'ait! 

COIIRABO 

Then I’ll go. 

[He starts away. 

.■■■DiTKii; (shouting) 

I forbid you to move ! 

IThey stand facing me another. 

' COIIRABO 

; Then tell me why I can’t go. (Conies down to table.) 
Give me your reason. 

DEICE' ■ " 

I can’t . • . 

COEEADO . 

; ■ .Grazia’s in some, danger, I know it. 
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PEINCESS 

Where have they gone? 


No! 


CORBABO 

Yon will tell me, or by God Fll kill him. 


BTTKE {in sudden hystetio^^ 

You can’t kill him. ... But he can kiU us. If he but 
puts out his hand, all of us . . . 


CORRABO 

Who is this Prince? 


BUKE 

You don’t know what you are asking. 


CORRABO 

And I don’t care. I only know that Grazia’s in dan- 


ger. 


BUKE 


You’re risking your life, and I’m risking mine. 


CORRABO 

What’s your life or mine? You said you would die for 
Grazia, 


BUKE 

I would, if that would save her. 


CORRABO 

Then tell me what you know ! 


:.vv: " ■■f', 

•'VV; 

HI:. 
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STEPHAKiE {suddefdy) 

No, Lambert, no ! 

PEixcEss (^moaning) 

Sa¥e Grazia ! Save Grazla ! 

BCKE ( after a pmm) 

Very well, I’ll tell yon. . . . He said if I reveal his 
secret lie i?ill leave instantly as Sirki, and return as 
. . . Steel yourselves, if yon are to hear it. . . . He 
is not Prince Sirki. He is' the one who aits. . . . The 
one whom all men dread. {Hysterically,) His Majesty 
. . . Death . . , amnsing himself, on a holiday! 

PRINCESS 

Grazia . . . Grazia . . . 

starts toward the garden as the curtain faUs, 


CURTAIN 



ACT THREE 





ACT THREE 


Scene: The same. 

Time: Eleven-thirty the same night. 

At rise: the etjkev Stephanie, the baeon, eeic, the 
MAJOR and coRRADo are on the stage, looking as though 
they had been staring at j>:ErATii for hours. 

After a silence eric goes up to steps and looks out, 
then crosses, 

eric 

If only he would come, if he must come, and get it over. 

CORRADO {despairing) 

And bring Grazia. 

MAJOR 

Waiting for the zero hour, or going over the top is 
child’s play, compared to this. 

ERIC 

If there were only something one could do. 

MAJOR 

Yes. It’s easy enough to meet danger when your 
blood’s up. But dread, like this, is slow poison, eating 
away y^our courage. 

oo^SLA-DO {pitifully) 

Oh, how much longer will it he? 
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EEIG 

There’s a half hour before he goes. 

COEEADO 

It’s like slow drowning ... 

{The telephone rings^ the duke answers. 

DUKE 

Yes, Marie ... 

COEEABO 

Grazia, Father ... 

- * DUKE 

No, Corrado . . . {In the phone.) Then oughtn’t 
you be with us ? I think you had better come. 

{He hangs tip. 

COERADO 

Father ... is there? ... 

DUKE 

No, she has not been seen. 

COEEADO 

Oh, Grazia . . . 

STBPHAKIE 

Do you think ... he will come? 

'BUKE 

Yes, 

BAEON 

But how can we face him? 
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-OTKE 

We must. . . . Try, all of you, to think of him as 
Prince Sirki. Perhaps that’s impossible, but if you 
* could ... 

MAJOE, 

But need you all be here? I mean . . • couldn’t you 
go and let me ♦ . . 

-©tncE, 

You’d face him alone, for us? 

MAJOR {embarrassed) 

Why, yes, I’m rather used to that, you know. 
niJKE 

That’s very good of you, my dear fellow. But don’t 
you see, it would be useless. 

STEPHANIE 

And if any one is afraid, he will know that you • . . 
told . . . Oh Lambert ! 

CORRADO 

Forgive me, sir, for insisting that you tell. I didn’t 
know the danger. 

■ i,.'' « 

It’s all right, Corrado. No one could have known, 

CORRADO 

I thought I might save . . . 'Grazia. . * . But now 
I’ve risked your life for nothing. ... * , . . 

'■ ■DUKE . . . 

You weren’t to blame. 
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EKIC 

You know, we have been facing him for two hours in 
our minds* Perhaps it won’t be so difficult when he 
does come. 

MAJOE 

Much easier, of course. There’s something inspiring 
about danger when it’s right in front of you. I wonder 
if it’s because we really know that . . . that what’s 
beyond is inspiring, too. 

BAEON (after a pause) 

I thought I’d found my youth again, but it was only 
his holiday. I’d stopped dying, that’s all. Now my 
holiday’s over. Tomorrow I’ll be older than ever, I 
might as well go with him tonight. 

STEPHANIE (her voice breahing) 

Oh . . . please. 

BAEON 

Don’t cry, my dear. It’s the way life must go. I’ve 
known too much, and seen too much, and when you’re 
old as I am there is only a little difference between. 
. , . And I’ll know soon. 

(The BAEON exits slowly, 

STEPHANIE 

Lambert . . . will he surely come? 
nxJiCE (ironically) 

I think he will come and say goodbye to his f riends. 

COEEADO 

But Grazia ... 


ACT III] DEATH TAKES A HOLIDAX 


135 


■DUKE 

I don^t know. Perhaps he will be kind. Or he may take 
Grazia ... or me. 

STEPHANIE 

Yon! 

DUKE ' 

Or all of us. ... We must be prepared. 

ERIC 

Don’t trouble sir, we have enough courage for that. 

MAJOR 

Of course we have. Do you know, I think we may all 
be wrong to be afraid. I talked with him tonight about 
dying, and he said ^‘Has it ever occurred to you that 
death may be only simpler than life, and infinitely 
more kind?” 

nijKE 

He said . . . that? 

MAJOR, " 

Yes. And when he spoke I had a curious feeling that — 
somehow he knew. 

There is a sudden silence and a movement of 
fear as the shadow is seen approaching from the gar- 
den, He enters slowly and considers the group. Their 
attempt to meet him bravely indicates that ihey know 
who he is. The shadow carries on his arm his black 
cloak which he throws over the back of a chair. 
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SHADOW {to the ditke) 

S09 you have broken your promise. 

DUKE 

I was desperate, sir. It was my son’s life against my 
promise. I ‘had no choice. 

SHADOW 

I am not used to these distinctions. 

DUKE 

It was my life or my son’s, sir. If you insist on the pen- 
alty, I am ready. 

SHADOW {after a pause) 

I see. You had no choice, (stephanie drops on divan. 
The shadow considers them sadly.) I thought we 
should part as friends, with kindly remembrances, but 
now my shadow has come between us. 

DUKE {after a pause) 

Your Highness ! 

SHADOW {going to him) 

What do you wish of me. ^ 

DUKE 

It is Grazia. . . . She has not come in. {The duke 
loohs at him in a sudden fear.) Surely you haven’t 
. . . already .P 

SHADOW 

I am Sirki, for a few moments still. 

[He sits by the table m emdent pain of spirit. 
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■DUKE 

Then may I ask? (He pauses and looks into the 
shadow’s face.) Ah, now you are suffering. 

SHADOW 

What do you know of suffering? 

DUKE 

I’ve known something of it these past three days. 
SHADOW 

Yes, of coui'se. I’ve been so absorbed in my own trou- 
ble that I forgot. And yet I have not forgotten. My 
own pain has taught me what human suffering can 
be. {He rises and walks about like a caged lion.) 
This is the end of my holiday. In a few moments I shall 
be summoned and my wild prank will be over. I thought 
I could be a mortal and yet greater than my mortal- 
ity. I had not reckoned with the power of love. Now I 
have looked at the sun, and I am blinded. I have lost 
my way ! 

DUKE 

And must we lose Grazia? 

SHADOW {laughing) 

The irony of this is magnificent. I am the Lord of end- 
ings. And now I am caught in my own net. Men are 
sad because I am in the world, and there must be an 
end and a frustration. And in a few moments I shall 
be what I was, and for me too there will be an end. « . . 

DUKE 

But you , , . you are above loss and pain. 
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SHADOW 

Am Ij and still a mortal? I thought tonight that I ha 
reached the end of my experiment. I had found love. 
But it was not the end. Beyond that I have found the 
pain of the loss of love ... if I must lose it . . » 

DUKE 

But it mmt be lost to you. 

SHADOW 

Why? 

DUKE 

Because you are ... 

SHADOW 

Death . . . (His tone becomes light, ironical.) My 
dear Duke . . . thank you for defining the problem. 
I have been talking a little wildly? but you have 
brought me back to earth. The situation is this: You 
do not wish to give up Grazia . . . neither do I. It 
is as simple as that, and as profound as the sadness of 
all parting. 

DUKE 

But her friends . . . her mother? 

[ Enter the princess through the garden^ She walks 
as though she were in despair. The shadow is standing 
with his back to the fireplace^ 

PRINCESS (to th£ DVKe) . 

Has Grazia come? 


' DUKE 

No. 
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PEINCESS 

Has he . . . ? (She goes and stands before the 
SHADOW.) I thought . . . you might bring her home 
, . . I waited . . . praying. Every moment I 
thought * . . They’re coming through the garden. 
They’re at the door. . . . Every moment I thought, 
that is Grazia’s voice. She’s safe ... I sat . . . 
holding a dress she wore today. . . . Your Highness, 
won’t you give her back to me.'^ 

SHADOW 

I meant to do that. {Stifled from the peincess.) 
I thought I could take love for an hour, and go. . . . 
But now . . . 

PEINCESS 

But you couldn’t be so cruel. You’ would leave much 
terror behind . . . such madness. 

SHADOW 

Your pain against mine. Your sadness against my im- 
measurable regret. 

PEINCESS 

Mine would be immeasurable, too. Your Highness, I 
bore her. She is flesh of my flesh. I have tended her 
life and watched it grow. 

SHADOW 

You bore her and gave her to life. And life must be 
free to choose. 

PEINCESS 

Yes, I gave her to life. . . . Not to . . . 
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SHADOW (harshly) 

Why should I deny 
fear ? You know not 
death. . . . Youkn 
speaking of your o'w 

pkincess 

I am asking her life. 

SHADOW (he goes to the table. His tone becomes grave 

and gentle) . t u 

The life which I must sometime take. Princess, 1 nave 

known strong men to die for one another, for love. 
And lovers who have come to me gratefully so that 
they might not part ... I tell you there is a love 
which casts out fear. 

PKINCBSS (despairing) 

But she is so young! 

SHADOW 

I tell you to go with me now, in love, would be triumph, 
not death, as it is known to you. 

PEiNCESS (turning) 

Oh in God’s name . . . Lambert? 

— duke (grave and desperate) 

Your Highness, you came to this house asking to be 
received as a mortal. We accepted you, and so far as 
it was in our power we tried to make you happy. 


childish 


SHADOW 

Yes. 
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DUKE 

There is a code, sir, which holds among men which 
requires that one shall not violate good faith. I ask 
you, sir, to respect that code. {The shadow goes 
qmcMg and confronts him,) I am speaking of Grazia. 
She has disappeared. You are going. What are you 
going to do 

COREADO {wildly) 

Give her back to me ! . . , Give her back to me ! 
SHADOW {deeply) 

One lover must always lose. 

PRINCESS 

Then give her back to me ! 

SHADOW 

And parents are left for love! 

DUKE 

But not like this I Not in Death’s visible hand. 

SHADOW {after a pause) 

There are worlds between us, and I cannot reach your 
imnds. (He fames and speaks with a terrible inten- 
sity.) You ask me to make this sacrifice as a man, when 
my desire is greater than a man could know. You ask 
me to give up love, when I long for love with a surpass- 
mg hunger. . . . You are in terror and I am in 
agony. (He buries Ms face in his hands, thenlooks up.) 
Why do men fear my coming? I do not see how they 
can bear their lives. Their courage is magnificent. I 
am proud to have worn the garment of this flesh. 
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DUKE 

Your Highness, we are not answered. You have ten 
minutes more of life, and after that . • . What can 
you give Grazia.^ 

SHADOW 

Sleep perhaps, and the release of dreams. And beyond 
that . . . {He pcmses hopelessly,) There are no 
words by which to tell you. 

DUKE 

But that is death to us . . . and to her. 

SHADOW 

A word you have been taught to fear. A symbol of the 
unknown. And because of that word you would keep 
her from me? 

PRINCESS 

Your Highness, because she is dear to us. 

SHADOW 

But even now she is not yours. The shadowy places of 
the imagination are her home. It is such a simple step 
from her world to mine. 

DUKE {desperately) 

But Grazia doesn’t know who you are. Before you do 
this monstrous thing, won’t you tell her and let her 
choose? 

SHADOW 

Ah ! . . . {He covers his face in his hand, suddenly,) 
Even Grazia was bom to fear this face. She would 
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die with me now, as Sirki. But to choose Death as a 
lover. . . . No . . . No . . . I will not! 

DUKE {imploringly) 

But you gave me your word. . . . 

SHADOW {ironically) 

My word ... I remember. I said that no harm 
should come to this house. 



DUKE 

Or to the one you loved. . . . 

SHADOW 

But I am doing her no harm, if you only knew. 

DUKE {pressing his advantage) 

But you gave me your word! 

SHADOW 

And you think me bound by that? 

DUKE 

I do ... as an honorable man would be bound. 
SHADOW {bitterly) 

Because I assumed your flesh, must I assume your 
weakness, too ? 

DUKE {earnestly) 

Then pity our weakness. Be as generous as you are 
great. You came in search of human experience. Com- 
passion, sir, is the highest emotion man can know. 
. . . I have seen compassion struggling in you. We 
have come to beg the life of Grazia. 
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\There is a pawse, 'The shadow broods a moment, then 
makes a gesture of resignation. His tone is ironical 
and bitter. 

SHADOW 

So . . . Again I am caught by my own folly, I gave 
myself life, not knowing the force that is in life, nor 
the force that is in love. I gave myself life, and with 
it the little rules by which it is lived. And now, I, 
Death, must bow to life. (He laughs with wild bitter- 
ness.) What sl suhlime joiel . . . What a monstrous 
and bitter comedy! (His laughter ceases. He speaks 
in a light, ironical tone.) My dear Duke, you have all 
risked your lives for Grazia. I must not be outdone in 
courage. 

\The SHADOW turns, goes toward the garden and lifts 
his hand. 

PEiNCESs (trembling) 

Where is he going? 

DUKE 

To find Grazia, 

PEINCESS (half hysterical) 

Oh . . . what will he do? What will he do? 

DUKE 

Wait, Marie. 

{The SHADOW comes down slowly, taking his place 
again by the fireplace. He has become grave and 
aloof. 
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SHADOW 

She will come. She is out there, dreaming of sometHng 
you would destroy for her, 

COEBADO 

You will give her back? 

SHADOW 

No. It is for you to call her back, 

COEEADO 

Oh, God! 

PEiNCEss {wildly) 

Oh, what will he do? He won’t take her away? 

DUKE 

Wait, Marie. 

{The SHADOW lifts Ms hand, 

SHADOW 

She is coming. Save her, if you can. 

[geazia appears in the rear window, walking as 
though in a dream, 

geazia (a5 though from a distance) 

Your Highness . . . did you call? 

PEINCESS 

Grazia ! Grazia ! Oh, darling . . , I’ve been so fright- 
ened ! So frightened ! 

[geazia goes and stands facing the shadow, as though 
unaware of any one else, 

geazia 

Your Highness called? 
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PB.mCESS 

Where did you go? Oh Grazia . . . don’t run away 
like that again . . . not in the night ! 

GEAZIA 

But I was quite safe with him. Mother. I Iqye to be 
with him. I must stay with him, always. 

PEINCESS 

But you can’t go with Prince Sirki. You can’t ! 

GEAZIA 

Why, Mother? 

PEINCESS 

Because he’s going far away ... to a distant coun- 
try. You couldn’t live there. 

GEAZIA 

But I couldn’t live here without him. I know he seems 
a little . , . terrifying to you; but I’m happy with 
him, and safe, and so contented. He’s kind, Mother, 
and more tender than any one I’ve known ; even more 
tender than you. I’ve found the happiness I’ve looked 
for so long. 

TumcEss (moaning) 

Grazia! You don’t know what you’re saying. 

[ GEAZIA shimrs and loohs about at the group ^ 

GEAZIA 

Why are you all so strange? And why is it so dark? 
I wish you would he happy with me. I’ve found my 
love. There ought to be lights . . . and music . . . 
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PRINCESS 

Grazia • . . don’t. {She touches her.) Oh, jou’re 
trembling. 

GRAZIA 

I’m only a little cold, Mother. • . . Why are you 
suffering so? 

[^The PRINCESS looks imploringly toward the shadow. 

PRINCESS 
Save her I 

SHADOW (in resignation) 

Tell her what you will. 

GRAZIA 

But what is there to tell? Do you think there is any- 
thing I don’t understand? I love His Highness, and 
I must go with him. ... 

DUKE {desperately) 

Your Highness . . . you must! 

GRAZIA 

Say what you like. It will make no difference. 

DUKE 

For God’s sake. . . . It is nearly midnight! 

SHADOW 

I know. {He turns a/nd slowly puts on his black 
cloaks his back to the audience. He speaks, as though 
to hiTnself.) So my mortal experience must have the 
usual ending. I, too, must have my parting. 
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[He goes to hev. His voice is austere %u his Tenwacior- 
tion. It is agongforhim to speak. 

SHABOW 

Grazia ... I came to this house as a jest ... and 
made love to you as a jest. 

[geazia looks at him her smile u/nchanged, 

GEAZIA 

You are trying to destroy my love . . . because they 
wish it. . . . It was not a jest. 

wsiAHoyr [sharply) 

Grazia . , . don^t smile so! It’s true. [He turns to 
the group,) Some one tell her, quickly . . . while 
there’s time. . . . Corrado, she is cold. Take her in 
your arms and give her warmth ! 

[coEEADo goes to GEAziA. He can hardly speak. 

GOEEADO 

Grazia ! {She doesn't Toole at him.) Grazia . . . don’t 
you hear me? 

GEAZIA [far away) 

Yes ... I hear. 

COEEABO 

Won’t you stay , . . with me? 

GEAZIA 

I can t Corrado. But I shall always love you. 

COEEADO (helplessly) 

Oh . . . OhGodI 
[He tarns away. ^ 
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SHADOW 

Princess . . . call her to you, or she’s lost. 

PEINCESS 

Grazia, my darling . . . come back to me ! 

(^She looks at geazia , who stands smiling at the 
SHADOW, then turns awag, in helpless terror,) 

Oh * . . she’s lost . . . she’s lost . . . 

[There is a silence of tense fear. After a moment the 
SHADOW goes to her. His tone is fidl of pain. 

SHADOW 

Listen, Grazia, while there is time. I mustn’t take you 
with me. You must stay here, with those who love you. 
If you went with me you could never come back to 
them again. I am going far away, to a land that would 
be all strangeness and mystery to you . . . Grazia, 
do you hear? 

OEAZIA 

Yes, I hear. 

SHADOW 

Then . . . why don’t you draw away? 

GEAZIA 

Why must you say these things to me? They can make 
no difference, 

SHADOW {desperately) 

You don’t understand! . . . My holiday is over . . • 
I am going ... at once. 

I am ready. 
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SHADOW 

No . . . you can’t go with me! 

GHAZIA 

Yes, I can. Shall we go now? 

lSh£ goes closer to with a happy gesture^ and 
takes Ms hand, 

SHADOW 

But you don’t know who I am ! 

OEAZIA 

You are my love, 

lA slight pause then the shadow turns to the duke. 

SHADOW 

You heard? Do you wish me to speak and destroy this 
. . . happiness? 

DUKE {unsteadily) 

You must! 

SHADOW {mth a gesture of longing and tenderness) 
Grazia, my little love, it was not a jest ! {He turns 
slowly and stands before the Lamp of Illusion, then 
makes a sudden movement of Ms arms and the Lamp 
goes out. In the brief darkness he covers his head 
with the hood of his cloak and mounts the stairs, 
where the green light strikes Ms face which is now 
the mask of death,) Goodhjey my friends. Remem- 
ber that there is only a moment of shadow between 
your life and mine. And when I call, come bravely 
through that shadow, and you shall find me only 
your familiar friend, makes a gesture of fare^ 
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well to GEAZiA.) Goodbye, Grazia, Now you see me as 
■ I am. 

GEAZIA {her smile unchanged) 

But I have always seen you like that. You are not 
changed. 

SHADOW {in astonishment) 

You have seen me like this ! 

[geazia goes and stands at the foot of the steps, 

GEAZIxl 

Yes. You seem beautiful to me. 

[She mounts the steps and stands beside him, 

SHADOW ( triumphantly) 

Then there is a love which casts out fear, and I have 
found it. (A chime of bells begins, and the leaves be-- 
gin to fall,) And love is greater than illusion, and as 
strong as death ! 

[He stands with his arm about her, as the leaves fall 
and the bells peal. At the stroke of twelve there is a 
sudden and complete darkness, 
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ACT I 

decanters, glasses (buffet) 
cigarettes, matches (table) 
smelling salts (coea) 
revolver (table drawer) 

ACT II 

purse (shadow) 

Lamp of Illusion (wall left) 
roses 


cloak (shadow) 
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PUBLICITY THROUGH YOUR LOCAL 
PAPERS 


The press can be an immense help in giving publicity 
to your productions. In the belief that the best reviews 
from the New York and other large papers are always 
interesting to local audiences, and in order to assist you, 
we are printing below several excerpts from those re- 
views. 

“ — an exotic tale — ^travels an unfamiliar land and 
touches the imagination royally.” 

New York Times. 

« — always fascinating; always a stirring leap into 
the dark. It will take you out of the ordinary ; often it 
will take you out of yourselves.” 

New York Sun. 

‘Trom start to finish the play strode magnificently — 
a triumph of technique, good taste and fine drama.” 

Pittsburgh Press. 
— proves easily to be one of the few outstanding 
things of a flattish season.” 

The New Republic. 
beautiful is this play that a brief review can only 
touch here and there its high spots.” 

Catholic World. 

“a play for everybody.” 


Philadelphia Public Ledger. 


PUBLICITY NOTES 


^‘merits snperlatives — received with roarings enthusi- 
astic applause.” 

New Yorh Mirror, 
^^an unusual play-~-startling — ^thrilling — amazing — 
and imaginative.” 

New York American, 

^^an absorbing and vital dramatic presentation.” 

Philadelphia Public Ledger. 
— arises to a height of impressive drama.” 

Philadelphia Record, 
^‘audacious theme — subtly humorous^ — a grip that 
holds one taut.” 

Philadelphia Inquirer, 

« — a brave, audacious and provocative play.” 

New York World-Telegram, 
— ^brilliant, original, impressive, fascinating com- 
edy.” 

William Lyon Phelps. 
do wish that all those of us — and our name is 
legion — who still look to our theatre for serious thought 
and grace and loveliness would find it possible to go to 
the Ethel Barrymore Theatre where Walter Ferrises 
play is now on view.” 


Ghaeles Hanson Towns. 







